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SCENES 


The action of the play takes place in Prince Bounine’s 
house on the outskirts of Berlin. 


Act ONE 
January, 1926. 


Acr Two 
One month later. 


Act THREE 
Three weeks later. 


et 
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ACT ONE 


Scene: BOUNINE'S home. 

This, when we first see it, is a big, untidy room the 
features of which are two tall doorways and a window. 

The main doorway is in the left wall well upstage and, 
close to it, in the rear wall, is a similar double door which 
will be described as “center door” and that, later in the 
play, is the doorway leading to aNNa’s suite. 

There is a third door, a small one, in the right of the 
rear wall but this is what is sometimes called a “secret 
.door,” cut in the panelling but not otherwise secret, and 
merely meaning one which is no sort of architectural 
feature. This door leads to a stair that goes down to the 
basement, cellars and the garage and garden entrances. 

The window is downstage in the left-hand wall. It is 
boarded up in the first act, as PRINCE BOUNINE has only 
recently moved in and curtains, carpets and adequate 
furniture are all missing. 

We may assume that much of the necessary furnish- 
ings are in the packing cases which are standing against 
the walls, together with pictures stacked at the sides. 
These packing cases are at present used as side-tables 
and a case downstage right contains a bottle of vodka 
and another of cognac, as well as glasses and a box of 
Russian sweetmeats. 

The room is at two levels, three steps running from 
wall to wall and, on the raised portion at rear, there is 
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as a dominating feature a large poster containing the 
life-size figure of a girl in a Russian court dress with a 
Byzantine crown on her head and with lettering in 
Russian across the top. The face is blank. 

Beside the poster there is a large photograph that 
corresponds with the figure as drawn. It is actually a 
picture of the murdered youngest daughter of the late 
Tsar. 

There is a table down left with a lighted lamp and a 
typewriter. Chairs are grouped around it, and at stage 
right there is an armchair, on the back of which hangs a 
woman's hat. 

There is some office equipment standing on a packing 
case down left and one up right. On the table, besides 
the lamp and the typewriter, there are a pile of circulars. 
There are also matches and cigarettes. 

A crystal chandelier hangs center. It is unlit. In addi- 
tion to the pool of light around the table, there is a 
straggle of light from the doorways and a filter of moon- 
light that comes through a crack in the window board- 
ing. 

BORIS CHERNOV is discovered, seated at the typewriter 
tapping out some accounts. CHERNOV is small, in early 
middle-age with thinning hair and pince-nez perched on 
his nose. He is a Russian, a businessman type, having 
been a banker in pre-revolutionary days. 

Bell rings off. cHERNov turns alertly, then as bell rings 
again he rises and goes to panel door that leads to base- 
ment. 
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CHERNOV 
Varyal 
VARYA 
(Off) 
Yes—coming. 
(varya enters from basement, and exits to front 
door. She is a slatternly girl. She is bundling up 
her hair, which has come undone.) 


PETROVIN 


(Off) 


He’s not at home? 


VARYA 
(Off) 
No, but your friend is inside. 
(PETROVIN enters, his arm clasped about varya, 
his cheek against hers. They come trotting in.) 


PETROVIN 


This house is cold. You need a stove. Maybe Id better 
draw one on the wall—one of our big Russian pechkas 
. . . Ah, Chernov! Greetings. 

(PETROVIN is in his thirties, exuberant, mercurial.) 


CHERNOV 
Good evening. 


PETROVIN 
She tells me the Prince is not at home. 


ANASTASIA 


CHERNOV 


No, I’ve been waiting for half an hour. I’ve spent the 
time drawing up a summary of our accounts. It’s not a 
pleasant picture. The Prince has been horribly extrava- 
gant since he has moved here. 


PETROVIN 


Surely a prince is entitled to live in a house of this 
_ size? 


PETROVIN 
It isn't the house—it’s what goes on in it .. . the 
champagne suppers—this! 
(The “this” which he picks up, displaying it, is 
a woman's hat, gaily trimmed.) 


PETROVIN 
Oh, that—he’s so Russian! 


CHERNOV 


I'm a Russian too, but I live in one room in a cheap 
hotel. 


PETROVIN 
(Taking hat from him and holding it off appraisingly) 


Without women’s hats! 


CHERNOV 
Yes, look at all these crates—filled with expensive fur- 
nishings. 
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PETROVIN 


He's used to living with beautiful things. His villa in 
the Crimea was a delight—I hear the Soviets have turned 
it into an orphan asylum. 


CHERNOV 


To which the Prince probably contributed one or two 
orphans. 


PETROVIN 
Do you know why he sent for us to come here tonight? 


CHERNOV 


No—he merely said he wanted us here at ten o'clock. 
(Looking at his watch) It’s now almost eleven. 


PETROVIN 
He loves to be mysterious. (With a sudden thought) 
Perhaps he’s come on some clue as to the whereabouts of 
that girl. ) 


CHERNOV 
I’ve followed up a dozen such clues (Shakes his head) 
Do you think there ever was a girl who told those hospi- 
tal nurses she was the Tsar’s daughter? 


PETROVIN 
Are you suggesting His Excellency lied to us—his 
partners? 


ANASTASIA 


CHERNOV 
I’m only suggesting that lying is a thing in which His 
Excellency excels. 


PETROVIN 
His story was so convincing. And it came just at the 
time that rumors of Anastasia’s miraculous escape were 
flying about the Russian colony. 


CHERNOV 
The timing of her appearance was, as you say, excel- 
lent—her disappearance, after no one but the Prince had 
seen her, was not quite so fortunate. (Sound of voices) 
Ah, there he is. 
(vaRYA reappears and crosses into hall.) 


BOUNINE 
(Off) 
Sergei, look after the lady. Give her whatever she 
wants. 


CHERNOV 
Women again! 
(We hear BounInE humming as he crosses hall.) 


BOUNINE 
(Entering) 
Good evening, comrades—if that term doesn’t grate 
too unpleasantly on your White Russian ears. 
(He is a handsome man, bearded, lithe, even cat- 
like in his movements. An obvious aristocrat.) 


ANASTASIA 


PETROVIN 
Good evening, Excellency. 


BOUNINE 


I'm sorry to have kept you waiting, but I had an ad- 
venture—not what we usually mean by that expression, 
but still, I will admit, a woman. 


CHERNOV 
Petrovin and I are wondering why you sent for us. 


BOUNINE 
(Looking at them with an enigmatic smile) 
- Do you feel a strange warmth at the back of your 
necks? It may be the hot breath of disaster. Gentlemen, 
we have run into trouble. y 


PETROVIN 
Trouble? What sort of trouble? 


BOUNINE 


Some of our subscribers have got together. They've 
formed a committee with that busybody, Counsellor 
Drivinitz, at their head. They ordered me to meet them. 


CHERNOV 
What did you say to them? 


BOUNINE 
Nothing—I didn’t go. It’s clear enough what they were 
going to demand. 


ANASTASIA 


PETROVIN 
That we produce the Grand Duchess Anastasia. 


BOUNINE 
And immediately, too. 


CHERNOV 
(Upset) 
I've been expecting this to happen. 


BOUNINE 
Don’t forget, it’s more than three months since we 
sent out our appeals for help. 


CHERNOV 
Once the girl disappeared, we should have given the 
thing up—sent our investors back their money. 


PETROVIN 


If they're really closing in on us we had better divide 
up what’s left and clear out of Berlin. 


BOUNINE 
I don't believe we'd get very far. 


PETROVIN 
But if we stay here, we'll end up in prison. 


CHERNOV 
A German prison! 
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PETROVIN 
A Russian one is bad enough! 


CHERNOV 
Russians are sloppy and inefficient even as barbarians. 


These Germans use their convicts for medical experi- 
ments. 


PETROVIN 
(Apprehensively) 
Is that true? Oh, God, I need a drink. 


BOUNINE 

(Pointing) 
Over there. 

PETROVIN 


(Crossing to drinks) 
Why did I ever get myself into this? Why? Why? 


CHERNOV 
You went into it for the same reason I did—you 
needed the money. 


PETROVIN 
(Holding up bottle) 
Want some? 
CHERNOV 
(Shaking his head) 
My gallstones . . . Conspiracy to defraud—what’s 


the penalty? Does anyone know? 


ps | 


ANASTASIA 


BOUNINE 
(Smiling) 
Don’t despair, my friends, perhaps we're not beaten 
yet. 


CHERNOV 


Not beaten? We're called on to produce a murdered 
princess Rare 


BOUNINE 


What would you say to a miracle? It seems the ap- 
propriate moment for one. 


PETROVIN 
(Staring frozen) 
What do you mean? 


BOUNINE 


I wanted you to digest my bad news before telling you 
my good. I have found her, gentlemen! At the eleventh 
hour I have found her! 


PETROVIN 
Found her? Found who? 


CHERNOV 
Not your Anna Broun? 


BOUNINE 


Yes, the same Anna Broun I talked with that evening 
in the hospital in Dallsdorf—the same Anna Broun who 
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told one of the nuns that she was the daughter of 
Nicholas the Second. 


PETROVIN 
Where did you find her? 


BOUNINE 
I was sure I had caught a glimpse of her the other 

day when I was driving through the Riemstrasse. The 
woman turned into a side street and before I had a 
chance to tell Sergei to follow her, she had disappeared. 
Tonight, under the spur of this threat, I went back there. 
I made inquiries, promised a reward to anyone who 
would help me find her and ran her down at last—where 
do you think? 

PETROVIN 


Where? 


BOUNINE 
On one of the bridges that cross the Landwehr Canal. 
I had a notion she might be thinking of throwing herself 
into it. 
PETROVIN 
Why? 
BOUNINE 
Ill, out of work, half starved . . . 


PETROVIN 
Did she explain why she ran away from the hospital 
after you promised to help her find her family? 
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BOUNINE 
(Deprecatingly) 
I’m afraid she didn’t trust me. I don’t think she does 
now. 


CHERNOV 


And what is your opinion now that you have seen her 
again? Of her claim, I mean? 


BOUNINE 


Precisely what it was before. She is no more the Tsar's 
daughter than I am one of the murdered Grand Dukes. 


CHERNOV 


If she’s as unconvincing as that what makes you think 
Drivinitz and his friends will accept her? 


BOUNINE 


Oh, it’s not for nothing the hospital nuns had faith in 
her story. You see, there are certain surprising features 


CHERNOV 


Has she anything to back it up with? Any papers or 
family heirlooms? 


BOUNINE 
Nothing. And she’s not backing it up. 
PETROVIN 


What do you mean? 
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BOUNINE 


She now says that the story she told the nuns was a lot 
of nonsense. That she isn’t the Tsar’s daughter. 


PETROVIN 
But, goud God, if she denies it herself what hope—? 


BOUNINE 


She'll come back to it. She’s a bit unbalanced. Her 
story today is that she doesn’t know who she is, and I 
dare say that’s true. 


CHERNOV 


An amnesiac? 


BOUNINE 


That certainly, and at times a prey to all sorts of 
bizarre fancies . . . But in her vague state she’s all the 
more ready to receive impressions. I'll make her play our 
little charade. 


PETROVIN 


And if she can't play it? 


BOUNINE 


If she makes a mess of it, we can still point a finger at 
her. She is the guilty one. We are only her poor innocent 
dupes whom she deceived with her lies. 
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CHERNOV 
(Weighing it) 
Yes, that way she might save us from a charge of 
fraud. 


PETROVIN 
And this time are we to be taken to see the lady? 


BOUNINE 


Of course you're going to see her . . . What do you 
say—shall we have her in now? 


PETROVIN 
(Surprised) 
Do you mean to say she’s here? 


BOUNINE 
(Waving a hand toward door) 

In the servants’ hall with Sergei standing guard. I told 
him to get her some food—she seemed badly in need of 
it. (He goes to door and steps into hall. He calls) Sergei! 
Sergei! Bring the lady in here. (Returning) Let me cau- 
tion you, don’t speak to her in Russian. She says she 
doesn’t understand it. 


CHERNOV 
What? But that makes it impossible! 


BOUNINE 


It’s a lie. She has a definite Slavic accent. Don’t worry, 
I'll break her down. 
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(He makes a gesture with cigarette he is smok- 
ing.) 
PETROVIN 


Be careful! I remember hearing tales of your cigarette 
ends. But Berlin isn’t Russia. 


BOUNINE 

If I should fail we'll have to picture it as some Freud- 

ian quirk—a defensive reaction born of her long, under- 
cover journey. 


CHERNOV 
You think they'll swallow that? 

. (ANNA appears in doorway left with sERcEI be- 
hind her. She is poorly dressed with a shawl over 
her head. sercr1 wears a shabby chauffeur's uni- 
form.) 

SERGEI 
(Giving her a push as she hesitates on threshold) 
Go on in. 


BOUNINE 
Yes, come in, Fréulein; I want you to meet my friends. 
Take a seat. A glass of vodka? 


ANNA 

Yes, thank you. 
(PETROVIN, who is standing beside bottles, pours 
glass and gives it to BouNINE, who hands it to 


ANNA.) 
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BOUNINE 


These are the gentlemen I spoke of. I am putting you 
in their hands. They are going to examine you. 


ANNA 
Examine? Are they doctors? 


BOUNINE 


No, you won't have to undress. Just allow them to 
look at you. 


ANNA 
Oh, is that all? (She drinks) May I smoke? 


BOUNINE 


(Handing her cigarette) 

Help yourself. When you and I talked just now I 
promised you employment. My associates wish to de- 
termine how well you fit our requirements. 

(PETROVIN goes over, strikes match and holds it 
for her.) 


CHERNOV 
To begin with, the eyes— 


PETROVIN 
The eyes are right! 


CHERNOV 
Where did you see the eyes of the other? 
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PETROVIN 
It was at Notre Dame de Kazan in 1917 when we had 
been driven back by Hindenburg. She came into the 
church to pray with her mother and they each placed 
a candle before the big ikon. I saw two little candle 
flames reflected in her eyes . . 


CHERNOV 


Blue eyes? 


PETROVIN 


Blue gray—with the two candle flames like a pair of 
golden dots. And just now, when I held the match for 
this one’s cigarette—there was the same thing exactly 
. . . Very few eyes will pick up a reflection like that. 
I'm an artist. I know what I’m talking about. 


CHERNOV 
What about the mouth? 


PETROVIN 


All wrong—a drawn, taut mouth. Hers smiled easily. 
Even at that solemn moment she smiled. Her teeth were 
beautifully even—white and shiny. I was so close I could 
smell the scent she was wearing. 


CHERNOV 
I hope it was nicer than this one’s. 
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BOUNINE 
(Amused) 

If that’s all that’s troubling you we can easily perfume 
her. And Piotr, let me suggest that a mouth that smiled 
readily might not smile much after what your other one 
would have gone through. 


CHERNOV 
What about the height? She looks too tall to me. 


BOUNINE 

The last time she reviewed our regiment, as I held 
her stirrup to mount, I noticed that the brim of her kol- 
pak was on the level of my eyes. 


CHERNOV 
Stand up. 
ANNA 
What did you say? 
CHERNOV 


I said, stand up. 
(PETROVIN takes her arm. She rises, dropping her 
cigarette.) 
PETROVIN 
Of course, she’s eight years older than the other was 
when she died. 
BOUNINE 
And I must remind you again that those eight years 
would not have been what the first sixteen were. 
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CHERNOV 
Go over there. I want to see how you walk. (She 
stoops and picks up the cigarette, then, obediently, 
crosses, walking like a very tired person. CHERNOV snorts 
derisively) They were taught to walk carrying a book on 
their heads—another thing we will have to tell our in- 
vestors she has somehow forgotten! 
(Seemingly overcome by a feeling of weakness, 
she drops into a chair.) 


PETROVIN 


(Goes to her, then turns back) 
Where is this resemblance that so impressed you? I 
don’t see it—I don’t see it at all. 
(She sits, slumped in the chair, removed from 
where they gather at the table, and paying no 
attention to their conversation.) 


CHERNOV 
After all those awed descriptions we gave them—the 
Tsar’s noble bearing, her mother’s matchless complexion. 
And now we're to show them this? 


BOUNINE 
And how have they seen the original? A white-clad 
figure in a rapidly moving carriage . . . Or one of a 


family group in the flowered stand at Krasnoie. Oh yes, 
they saw plenty of her—in the newspapers. 
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CHERNOV 


What of the royal servants? There are still a few of 
them about. 


BOUNINE 


They'll see her through their tears, good faithful souls 
that they are. 


CHERNOV 
And the family? 


BOUNINE 

More serious, certainly. But it isn’t as if there were a 
mother or a father to be dealt with or a brother and 
sisters. True, there is quite a wealth of uncles, aunts and 
cousins—despite the Bolsheviks and their execution 
squads. But they will refer secretly to their photographs 
and, as she will resemble those photographs— 


CHERNOV 
This woman? 
BOUNINE 
Yes, I am sure, by the time we are finished, she'll be 
like, very like. Oh, it won’t the gay, pink-cheeked girl 
who danced in the Hall of Columns at the very last ball 
ever held there. But let us say, she'll be as like as a dead 
body is to a living person. 


CHERNOV 


If we could present her to them lying in her coffin it 
would be easier. No questions, no answers, no mistakes. 
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BOUNINE 
A tempting idea. But youre forgetting the money. 


CHERNOV 
You surely don’t believe you'll be able to convince the 


bankers? 


BOUNINE 


There’s a chance. If we could get the family to accept 
her, the bankers would find it difficult to question their 


endorsement. 


CHERNOV 


(With a glance over his shoulder at the motionless figure 
in the chair) 
When you said she would serve as a scapegoat you 
were talking sense. Anything beyond that is hopeless. 


BOUNINE 


I don’t agree. Anyway, let us try for the castle in the 
air before settling for the cabin in the swamp. 


CHERNOV 
I admit you knew the original better than we did, but 
I have studied the photographs in those albums we 
bought from the Grand Duke’s lady friend and I can't 
see— 
BOUNINE 
Get out the albums. They're still here, aren't they? 
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CHERNOV 


I don’t need to. I know them by heart. In the early 
ones she wore her hair down—then there’s one of her and 
her sister Olga dancing on the deck of a yacht. In the 
more recent ones she appears heavier than her sisters 
with stronger cheekbones—more Russian looking. 


PETROVIN 


Yes, and then, at least for some of us, there is the final 
one. The one photographed by our imaginations. 


CHERNOV 
What are you talking about? 


PETROVIN 


In the cellar, where the murders were committed— 
she’s standing up, her head, and the hands she had 
raised to shield it, pierced with bullets. 


BOUNINE 
(Softly) 
Look at her hands. 
PETROVIN 
What? 
BOUNINE 


I said, look at her hands. 


CHERNOV 
You don’t mean—? 
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BOUNINE 
I told you there was a special feature—something 
rather surprising. 
CHERNOV 
Come here! (As she makes no move) I said, come here! 
(With perrovin he seizes her and they half lead, 
half drag her over to the table where the lamp 
is.) 
PETROVIN 
Open your hands! 
(She resists feebly, giving a little cry of pain as 
her hands are forced open.) 


BOUNINE 


You'll find they are long and well formed, with a scar 
in the middle—the hands of a crucified being. 


PETROVIN 
(Astonished) 
Yes, it’s true! 
BOUNINE 
(Spacing the words slowly) 

And that isn’t quite all. Look at her head, gentlemen— 
the left temple—a long narrow depression—the path of a 
bullet. Of course, it may be something more prosaic, a 
childhood accident, a rather bad one, that caused a 
fracture. 

(As he speaks he joins them and, standing behind 
her chair, he parts her hair and shows them the 
scar.) 
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CHERNOV 


(Examining the scar) 
What is this scar? Is it from a bullet? Tell us. 


ANNA 
I don’t remember. 


CHERNOV 
(With a touch of anger) 
You don’t remember how you got a wound like that? 
Of course you do! 


ANNA 


There are many things I have forgotten. 
(BOUNINE turns away.) 


CHERNOV 
(Barking at her) 
Youre lying! (He leaves her and goes to BOUNINE) 
What are you going to say if they demand to see her 
immediately? 


PETROVIN 


Yes, it will take time to teach her. 
(They are all three gathered about the table. 
ANNA turns slowly, staring at the faceless poster. 
She rises.) 


CHERNOV 
“Time?’—I should think so! Weeks, months, years! 
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BOUNINE 


I shall say that we've had her moved to a sanatorium 
in Switzerland which specializes in psychopathetic am- 
nesia. ... 


PETROVIN 
Look! | 
(ANNA is moving toward the poster with out- 
stretched arms as if walking in her sleep.) 


BOUNINE 


(Softly) 


~ It draws her like a magnet! 


PETROVIN 
Fréulein, turn around. Stand against the wall. (She 
obeys him) Hold out your arms like this. (He takes the 
pose of the poster) Yes, she fits the figure exactly! I drew 
it from the records kept by the dressmaker. 
(She is standing with her back to the poster com- 
pletely filling the figure drawn on it.) 


BOUNINE 
She’s the right height certainly. That crown might be 
resting on her head. 


ANNA 
(With a sudden shrill scream) 


Let me go! 
(She writhes, struggling as if something had her 


in its grasp.) 
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CHERNOV 
What’s the matter with you? Are you an epileptic? 


BOUNINE 
(Clapping his hands in front of her face) 

Come here—there’s nothing holding you. Anna! (She 
lurches forward, then turns, looking at the poster fear- 
fully as she backs away) You know who it is? It is your- 
self—Princess. 


ANNA 
(As if the terror still gripped her) 


Don’t call me “Princess”! 


BOUNINE 


You told one of the nuns that you were Anastasia 
Nicolaevna, the daughter of the Tsar. 


ANNA 
(Agitated) 
I was sick. When youre sick you get crazy ideas. 


BOUNINE 
(Soothingly) 

Naturally it is a thing you wish kept secret. You feel 
that if it were widely known, your life might be in 
danger. 

ANNA 
(On a mounting note of hysteria) 

I made it up, I tell you! They asked me questions; 

“Who are you?” “Where do you come from?” “Who was 
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your father?” Questions! Questions! So I told them I 
was a royal princess! Lies! Lies! It isn’t true! 


BOUNINE 
Stop it! Be quiet! 
(He seizes her roughly, claps a hand over her 
mouth) 
(Bell rings.) 
CHERNOV 
Who's that? Who could be coming at this hour? 


DRIVINITZ 


(Off) 


I want to see Prince Bounine. 


CHERNOV 
(Low, excited) 
It’s Drivinitz! 
BOUNINE 
Quick, Chernov, take her downstairs. 


CHERNOV 
Come! 
(He and rverrovin hurry her to the small base- 
ment door.) 
ANNA 


(As she is led off by cHERNOv) 
The cellar? That’s where they were killed! 
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BOUNINE 
(Dropping into chair) 
Quick, Piotr! Get rid of that photograph! 
(The photograph he refers to is one of the original 
ANASTASIA in state robes. It is pinned beside the 
poster. PETROVIN stuffs it out of sight. Knock.) 
Yes, who is itP 


SERGEI 
(Entering) 
Counsellor Drivinitz, Excellency. 


BOUNINE 
Show him in. (COUNSELLOR DRIVINITZ enters, a tall, 
severe man in a state of smoldering anger. BOUNINE rises) 
Good evening, Counsellor. Welcome to my somewhat 
disordered abode . . . I have only recently moved in 
here. 
(He takes privini1z’s hat, places it on chair.) 


DRIVINITZ 
So it appears. You needed more room, I suppose, for 
your account books and correspondence? The Anastasia 
enterprise is prospering. 


PETROVIN 


Enterprise? 


DRIVINITZ 
(Turning to him) 
Is this one of your partners? 
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BOUNINE 
My friend, Petrovin, the artist. 


DRIVINITZ 


Artist, eh? Then I take it that is some of your work? 
(He points with his unbrella at the poster.) 


PETROVIN 
Yes, we are planning to have it reproduced for propa- 
ganda purposes. 
DRIVINITZ 
(Bitingly) 
I notice the face is missing. It seems the clothes sat 
for you but not their owner. 


BOUNINE 
Her Imperial Highness has not been well enough to 
pose. 
DRIVINITZ 
It is evident that your fortunes have improved, Prince. 
It was not so long ago that you were driving a taxi. Now 
I see you riding about in a handsome car and giving 
expensive luncheon parties at the Adlon. 


BOUNINE 
I am conducting certain negotiations in the interest 
of the Grand Duchess, negotiations that will ultimately 
be of importance to you and the other investors. 
(He offers privintrz cigarettes which the latter 
ignores.) 
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DRIVINITZ 


The “investors,” as you call them, have reached the 
end of their patience. Some of us have asked you from 
time to time to produce evidence that the Princess 
Anastasia really exists and is in your care. We have been 
put off with vague replies and equally vague photo- 
graphs. 


BOUNINE 
I have explained that the Princess is still very ill. Her 
doctors insist on isolation, rest, absolute quiet. 
(CHERNOV reappears, coming silently from small 
basement door.) 


DRIVINITZ 
My committee wishes to talk with her doctors. 


BOUNINE 


I am sorry, but Her Highness is in a private sana- 
torium in Switzerland. 


DRIVINITZ 
I for one am ready to make the journey immediately. 


BOUNINE 


My friends and I have just been discussing the ad- 
visability of bringing the Grand Duchess here to Berlin. 


CHERNOV 
(Coughs deprecatingly) 
That will, of course, take a little time . . . 
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BOUNINE 
Boris Chernov, formerly a banker. 


CHERNOV 


A private establishment on the Nevsky Prospect— 
next door to the Café Ostrov. 
(He trots over to privinitz with extended hand 
which privinitz makes no move to take.) 


ANNA 


(Off) 


- Let me out! I want to go! 


VARYA 


(Off) 


Sit there and keep quiet! 


DRIVINITZ 
What is that? 
PETROVIN 
Some ladies we are entertaining. One of them had a 
glass too many. 


BOUNINE 
You had better go and see about it, Piotr. 


PETROVIN 
Yes, certainly. If youll excuse me... . 
(Goes to basement door.) 
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BOUNINE 


Perhaps I should explain these are the two gentlemen 
who aided in the rescue of the Princess. 


DRIVINITZ 
A rescue from whom? And from where? 


PETROVIN 
(His head just visible around door) 
Bucharest. 
(He vanishes, closing door.) 


DRIVINITZ 


(With mock interest) 
Bucharest? Really? 


BOUNINE 

Yes, she was in hiding, afraid to tell anyone who she 
was, afraid even to admit that she was Russian. But 
Yourovski’s execution squad had stamped her identifi- 
cation. She has the scar of a bullet wound along the left 
side of her head and another bullet—or possibly that 
same one—has pierced the palm of both hands. 


DRIVINITZ 
(Facing BOUNINE squarely) 


And why, may I ask, did you not come to the Russian 
Club this afternoon and tell us all this? 
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BOUNINE 


Because I found the peremptory tone in which you 
summoned me insulting. 


DRIVINITZ 
There is good reason for us to adopt such a tone. We 
are convinced that we are being made the victims of a 
hoax. 
BOUNINE 
You think all I have been telling you is a pack of lies? 


DRIVINITZ 
I think we were fools ever to have believed your story. 
The assassinations took place in 1918—this is 1926— 
even a return from the dead should not take that long! 


BOUNINE 
(With a contemptuous smile) 
Resurrections are a severe test of faith. There was a 
doubter named Thomas. 


DRIVINITZ 
And if this is a conspiracy, as I strongly suspect, you 
have done an unforgivable thing, Bounine, by exploiting 
the patriotism of our exiled comrades, trading on their 
sacred loyalties. 
BOUNINE 
(Pointing a finger at him) 
“Sacred loyalties’—rubbish, my dear Counsellor! It’s 
the money you investors are after . . . 
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DRIVINITZ 


(Angrily) 
That’s a lie! 


BOUNINE 
The share our letter promised of the Tsar’s millions. 


DRIVINITZ 


If the Princess Anastasia really existed she could com- 
mand not merely our fortunes but our lives! 


BOUNINE 


I don’t remember you rallying to your Tsar’s support. 
You were out of Russia the first day of the revolution! 


DRIVINITZ 


(In a cold fury) 
That settles it! I am going straight to the police. 


BOUNINE 
(Tossing him his hat) 

Go! Go ahead! And a fine bunch of fools you'll look 
when the Grand Duchess herself appears in court. Yes, 
I shall have her brought in on a stretcher if necessary! 
She herself will demand it. 

(His outburst stops privinirz in his tracks. He 
turns in doorway.) 
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DRIVINITZ 
Very well, Prince, I will give you one last chance. You 
can have one week—one week in which to produce the 
Grand Duchess. If you fail to do so we shall issue a 
warrant for your arrest—yours and your two compan- 
ions! 
(Turns sharply on his heel and goes.) 
(SERGE! is visible in hall.) 


BOUNINE 
Sergei! See the gentleman out. 
(seRGEI follows DRIVINITZ. PETROVIN goes to door 
watching privinirz’s departure.) 


CHERNOV 
(In a shocked tone) 
One week! 


BOUNINE 
Makes you sweat, does it? It’s easy to see, Chernov, 
that you've never been shot at. It’s only at such a time 
the air has the same taste it had at our birth . . . Well, 
were at one of those moments now, so take a deep 
breath! 


PETROVIN 
(Turns and comes down) 
God! What are you going to do? 


BOUNINE 
(Calling down basement stair) 
Varya! Bring the girl up here! 


37 


ANASTASIA 


VARYA 
Yes, Excellency. 


PETROVIN 


It’s impossible! We couldn’t even make her sufficiently 
convincing to say she deceived us. 


BOUNINE 
We can make her convincing—we must. 


CHERNOV 
Not in one week. 
BOUNINE 
That may not be as bad as it sounds . . . At that first 


interview she will be in bed with a nurse and doctor in 
attendance. 


CHERNOV 
DoctorP 


BOUNINE 


I know a man who can safely be trusted. He'll tell 
them she is not to be pilloried with questions. For that 
occasion her wounds will be sufficient evidence. 


CHERNOV 
And after that? 


BOUNINE 


Before the presentation to the shareholders, I shall 
demand two months for convalescence. That cough of 
hers will help . . . we'll say she’s consumptive. 
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PETROVIN 
Well have to see she doesn’t lose it! 


BOUNINE 
(Cynically) 
Plenty of cigarettes will take care of that. 
| CHERNOV 
She hasn't agreed to do it yet. 


BOUNINE 
We'll make her agree. 
(ANNA appears in door, as he speaks, with vanya 


behind her.) 
BOUNINE 
Come in... You see you had no need to get so 
upset, Princess. 
ANNA 
(Low, agitated) 


I told you not to call me Princess. 


BOUNINE 
Why won't you admit it? You didn’t mind the sisters 
knowing. 
ANNA 
(Nodding her head slowly) 
That little nun? Yes, she believed it. Her eyes got big 
like saucers, and in the evening she brought me some 
special things to eat—an orange and some grapes. 
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BOUNINE 
(Flatteringly) 

That’s the least she could do for a royal princess. 
(anna takes a deep breath. It is as if she were 
gathering her forces at last, ready to assert her- 
self, to fight off the role they are trying to force 


on her.) 


ANNA 
I could have told her other stories just as romantic 
. of the time I went to the land of the eternal ice 
with the three professors . . .. the old one and the two 
young ones . 


BOUNINE 
When was this? 


ANNA 
When? I don’t remember . . . There was a great 
glacier and we had to chip the ice very carefully and 
then the blocks were melted by the professors. And in 
them were plants and strange creatures that had lived 
on the earth ages and ages ago. We saw a butterfly that 
came alive and flew about in the sun . . . a butterfly 
that had lived for a million years and then died in one 
day. 
(She tells the story with dramatic gestures trying 
to divert BOUNINE'S concentration on the idea of 
her being a princess.) 
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BOUNINE 
(With a smile) 
Romantic indeed! 
(PETROVIN, leaning on the table, has watched her 
with amused interest. He chuckles.) 


ANNA 


In the other hospital, where I stayed for so long, they 
used to beg me to tell them my adventures . . . There 
was the blowing up of the train with the soldiers. We 
lay on the grass near the mouth of the tunnel and waited. 
' But we were too close to where the mine was planted 
and, when the train struck it, the pieces of metal fell all 
about us! The man beside me was killed and I was 
struck in my head and on my hands . . . That is how 
I got these scars, you see. 

(She displays the hands, showing them to CHER- 
NOV.) 


CHERNOV 


(Looking up at her over his shoulder) 
I thought you couldn’t remember. 


ANNA 


(Moving away, down left) 
Ican’t . . . not always. Things seem to come and go 
. in the mists. 
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BOUNINE 

I see you have been quite a reader, Fraulein. But I 
also see something else—you are an actress . . . And an 
actress is what we want. 


ANNA 
(Looking at him) 
You wish me to pretend that the story I told the little 
nun is true? 


BOUNINE 
Exactly. You found out that it paid to tell it to her. 
You got an orange and some grapes . . . tell it for us 


and you will get more, far, far more. 


ANNA 
That little nun was simple and trusting— 


CHERNOV 


Yes, these people you are to see and talk to will not be 
as easy to fool as your little nun. You will have to meet 
friends and members of the family. 


ANNA 


The family? They won't accept me. They will remem- 
ber the Princess as she was. They will say I am lying. 


BOUNINE 
Even if they think you are lying they may still accept 
you. 
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ANNA 


Why? Why should they? 


BOUNINE 
(Bending over her confidingly) 

You might well be the key that would unlock doors 
for them—the doors of vaults. The Tsar deposited money 
abroad in an effort to provide for his children, ten mil- 
lion pounds . . . a fortune which would now belong 
to his sole surviving heir. 


ANNA 
(With faint distaste) 
And they would take me in, pretend that they loved 
me, for money? Is that what they are like? 


PETROVIN 
Do you really think the Romanovs might endorse her? 


BOUNINE 
Some of them. Yes . . . If it were managed tactfully. 
(He turns and strolls away thoughtfully rubbing 
his chin.) 
CHERNOV 
(Following) 
Dreams! Crackbrained fancies. 
PETROVIN 
Pay no attention . . . it’s his gallstones talking! . . 


Tell me, who would carry the most weight? 
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BOUNINE 
The most weight? No question about that, the Old 
Ikon. 
PETROVIN 
The Old Ikon? 


BOUNINE 


That is what we all used to call her: Maria Feodor- 
ovna, the Tsar’s mother. 


CHERNOV 
People say she went mad. 


BOUNINE 
She happens to be here in Berlin, visiting her grand- 
nephew, Paul. 
PETROVIN 
That doesn’t sound as if she were too crazy. 


BOUNINE 


Perhaps not too crazy but definitely difficult. I knew 
her in the old days—a tartar with a tongue like a whip- 
lash. 


PETROVIN 
What about him? 


BOUNINE 
(Impatiently) 
Him, who? Who are you talking about? 
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PETROVIN 
The prince you say she is visiting, Prince Paul. 


BOUNINE 
(Struck) 
I wonder? I wonder which way he would jump? He 
was her future husband. 


PETROVIN 
Anastasia’s? 


BOUNINE 
There'd been no announcement of the betrothal but 
everyone at court took it as an accepted fact. The two 
had been playmates since childhood, second cousins. 


CHERNOV 


Surely this Prince Paul would be the hardest to con- 
vince. He was in love with the girl—or was he? 


BOUNINE 
(With a shrug) 

Royalty—who can say? It was a great match for him. 
Aside from any question of rank, the Tsar was the rich- 
est man in the world . . . Yes, yes, the more I consider 
it . . . Paul is poor and pleasure loving. That big for- 
tune that’s waiting in the banks would count a lot with 
him. 
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CHERNOV 
But surely the only way he could get the money .. . 
(Breaks off) My God, you don’t think he’d be willing to 
marry that?P 
BOUNINE 
It’s a lot of money, remember. 


ANNA 
(Strong undertone) 
No! 
BOUNINE 
What do you mean, “no”? 


ANNA 
I want to go. 
BOUNINE 
Go where? 
ANNA 


Anywhere . . . Back to the nuns. 
(She turns to the door. PpeTROvIN flies there to 
block her exit.) 


PETROVIN 
Stop! 


(He yanks a revolver from his pocket and points 
it at her.) 
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ANNA 
(Raising hands to shield her head with an involuntary 
movement) 
I knew it—you brought me here to kill me. Kill me 
then! It doesn’t matter. 
(She virtually throws herself at pETROVIN.) 


BOUNINE 


(Angrily) 
Put away that pistol, you fool! 
(He catches aNNA in his arms and swings her 
away from PETROVIN’S gun.) 


PETROVIN 
You can't let her go now! 


BOUNINE 
She is not going anywhere . . . Listen, we're not 
Bolsheviks who are trying to trap you. 


ANNA 
(Emotionally) 
I can’t do what you ask. It’s impossible. 


BOUNINE 
It isn’t, I tell you. And there’s enough likeness for you 
to carry it off. All you have to do is to put yourself in 
our hands. We'll teach you all you need to know. 


47 


ANASTASIA 


(He supports her back to chair right and seats 
her in it. perrovin pockets his revolver and, fol- 
lowing, drops on his knees beside her.) 


PETROVIN 
Don’t you want to be a royal Princess and wear a 
coronet and have people kneel and kiss your hand? 


ANNA 
(With a choked laugh) 

I think I must still be in the asylum with the woman 
who believes she is an angel, and the three who sit 
crouched and covered all day because they have not 
yet been born. 


BOUNINE 


Perhaps you are right. Here you are with the mad 
painter, the mad general, and the mad banker. 


CHERNOV 
Only the banker is not quite as mad as the others . . . 
You expect her to learn the names of half-a-dozen pal- 
aces, each with its servants and officials, the regiments 
who guarded them, tutors, titled friends, Court pro- 
cedure—? . . . Quite a task for a woman with a bad 
memory! 


BOUNINE 


She will naturally make mistakes. But the lapse of 
time will excuse her—that, and her head wound. 
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CHERNOV 


I doubt if she even knows how to behave among peo- 
ple of our class. 


BOUNINE 
(Mocking) 
Our class? Oh, I like that! You and the Grand Dukes, 
I suppose? 


CHERNOV 
(Defensively) 
_ At least I belong to that class parasitically. 


BOUNINE 


A flea that has found its way under a coroneted shirt 
. . . perfect description. I must remember that. 


PETROVIN 
You saw her hands. They're not those of a peasant. 


BOUNINE 
We'll find out just how hard it will be to teach her. 


ANNA 
(Sincerely, pleading) 
Please, I’m so tired. I can’t argue . . . Please let me 
go! 
BOUNINE 
Where would you go? The canal? 
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ANNA 
Perhaps. 


BOUNINE 
You have lived through a great deal. Why die now? 


ANNA 
Why live? There’s only a flicker of difference. 


BOUNINE 


But the flicker is on the side of life. I saw that as you 
stood on the bridge looking at the water. 


PETROVIN 
You need food. 


BOUNINE 


(Bending over her) 
And rest in a comfortable bed, warm clothes, shelter 


ANNA 


(With a shrug) 
Yes, I am an animal like everyone else . . . (She 


sighs, closing her eyes. BOUNINE signals success to PETRO- 
vin behind her back.) 


BOUNINE 
So it is agreed? You put yourself in our hands? 
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ANNA 


What if this princess—the real one—should suddenly 
appear? 


BOUNINE 
You needn't worry. She’s dead. I have first-hand in- 
formation. 


PETROVIN 
She was murdered at Ekaterinburg with her entire 
family, and a doctor, a governess, a valet and a cook— 
eleven in all. 


BOUNINE 
That is the official story, but there is a rumor you es- 
caped with two brothers named Tchaikowski who were 
members of your guard. 


PETROVIN 
No doubt she has heard that story. 


ANNA 
Some of it. 


BOUNINE 

You must know it in complete detail. These two 
guards entered the shed where the murdered eleven 
awaited burial. They detected a movement and dragged 
you from the heap of the dead. Pay attention! (He hits 
her a sharp blow on the arm) This is the story you will 
have to tell. They hid you in a farm cart, under the 


straw. 
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ANNA 
In a farm cart. 


BOUNINE 


They trekked across Southern Siberia. 
(He rubs her arm where he struck her.) 


PETROVIN 


You had jewels sewn in your skirt—they used them to 
get money. 


BOUNINE 


They moved on south, avoiding the towns and cities, 
making their way to where was it, Piotr? 


PETROVIN 
Balta. 
BOUNINE 
Did you hear that? 
ANNA 
Balta. 
BOUNINE 
Good ... and from there across the Rumanian 
border to Bucharest. 
ANNA 


Bucharest, yes. 
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BOUNINE 


Bucharest is where we found you . . . We took you 
to Switzerland, to a sanitorium, you will have to remem- 
ber that too. (She nods, a gesture of weariness) Now, 
tell me: who was it rescued you the night of the assas- 
sination. 


ANNA 
Two brothers named Tchaikowski. 


BOUNINE 


And they took you across the Rumanian border at 
what place? 


ANNA 
Balta. And from there to Bucharest where you found 
me in hiding. 
BOUNINE 
(Crossing to him) 


There! What have you got to say to that, my dear 
high class flea? 


CHERNOV 
This is nothing. There are endless details. Names, 
relationships .. . 


BOUNINE 
It will mean work, certainly, but she has shown us 
that she can learn. 
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PETROVIN 


This might be a good time to introduce her to her 
family ... 


BOUNINE 
Yes, bring one of those albums of photographs. 
(PETROVIN goes to get album.) 


ANNA 
This family that I will have to meet, who are they? 


BOUNINE 
The most important are your second cousin once re- 
moved, Prince Paul, known also by his German title, 
Haraldeberg, and your grandmother, the Dowager 
Empress, Maria Feodorovna. 


ANNA 


(Startled) 
My grandmother, will I meet her? 


BOUNINE 


If we are lucky . . . That will be, I admit, your most 
trying experience but it will not take place until after 
weeks of lessons. 


PETROVIN 


(Handing album to BOUNINE) 
This is the best one. 
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BOUNINE 


You must remember that you loved your family, you 
more than any of the other children. 


ANNA 


(Mechanically) 
I loved my family . . . 


BOUNINE 
And so you should. From your ancestors you derive 
their grandeur, from the murdered dead their tragic 
dignity, and from the survivors their distinction . . . 
Look, here is the first one—your mother, Queen Alex- 
andra. Why do you close your eyes? Is your eyesight 
weak? 


ANNA 
(Opening her eyes) 
No, go on. 


BOUNINE 
The Grand Duke Sergius, your Uncle Serge .. . I 
once heard him say that the way to recognize a lady was 
by her laugh. He was an authority on laughs and 
boasted that, even when drunk or in the pitch dark, he 
could recognize his wife’s laugh and so could avoid 
meeting her . . . And this is your Uncle Michael, who 
used to dance for the Court as beautifully as one of 
Diaghileff’s stars . . . 
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CHERNOV 


You won't meet either of them . . . They were shot 


by a Bolshevik firing squad. 


BOUNINE 


Yes, they were men who loved life! You should pity 
them. . . . Ah, this is the picture of the whole family 
on the deck of your father’s yacht. 


ANNA 


The Standart. 


BOUNINE 
(Surprised) 
You know the name, do you? 


ANNA 
(Pointing) 
It is on the life preserver there by her side. 


BOUNINE 


Ah, so it is. . . . And here’s one of you standing on 
the bridge of what we used to call the Chinese Island. 


ANNA 


She is waving to somebody. 
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BOUNINE 
(Turning another page) 

Uncles and aunts, there’s quite a series of them. Say 
their names after me: The Grand Duchess Marie Pav- 
lovna—Aunt Miechen. 

ANNA 

Aunt Miechen. 


BOUNINE 
The Duchess of Cumberland—Aunt Thyra. 


ANNA 
Aunt Thyra. 


BOUNINE 
The King of Norway—Uncle Hans. 


ANNA 
Uncle Hans. 


BOUNINE 
The Queen of Norway—Aunt Swan. 


ANNA 


Aunt Swan. 


BOUNINE 


The old King of England—Uncle Bertie. 
(anna pays the bearded King Edward VII the 
tribute of a laugh.) 
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ANNA 
Uncle Bertie. 


CHERNOV 
(Impatiently) 
And how much of all that can she repeat? 


BOUNINE 


I’m not asking her to repeat any. We'll go over the list 
every day. (Turning back to anna) Now look: we'll close 
the book on this one: you in uniform, as Colonel of the 
Kaspiski Regiment. 


PETROVIN 
Blue skirt, red dolman, kolpak of black fur. 


ANNA 
Dolman? 


BOUNINE 
(Slipping an arm about her to illustrate) 
The shoulder cape. You are on the way to review your 
regiment. 


PETROVIN 

Wait! Let us re-enact it. Perhaps that will make her 

see it. Go up those steps! They are the steps of the Win- 
ter Palace, your father’s palace. 

(She hesitates a moment, then obeys him, walk- 

ing carefully, watching the steps as she goes up.) 
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CHERNOV 
(Disparagingly) 
Childish! 
PETROVIN 
Turn and face us. 
BOUNINE 


Now try to picture it. The long line of the Imperial 
Guard, your father, the Emperor, in uniform, at their 
head. . . . Behind you, on a balcony, are the white 
specks that are your mother, your sisters, and your 
- brother Alexis. Grouped below are the palace guards 
and servants, the Negroes with their feathered turbans. 
. . . The massed bands strike up “God protect the 
Tsar.” (He starts to sing the anthem, PETROVIN stamping 
to keep time. There is a momentary pause. ANNA grasps 
skirt as if it were a riding habit, then erect, head up, 
quite altered in her carriage, she comes down the steps 
as though walking to slow music) Splendid! . . . I be- 
lieve she can do it! 


PETROVIN 


(Impressed) 
Yes, yes! 


BOUNINE 


And now let me present the members of your house- 
hold. (He indicates cHERNov) Boris Chernov, formerly 
of St. Petersburg . . . Banker. 
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(cHERNOV makes a careless gesture of acknowl- 
edgment.) 


PETROVIN 
(Jumping in front of her and bowing) 
Piotr Constantinovitch Petrovin, artist, formerly in 
scenic department, Russian Imperial Opera. 


BOUNINE 
(Rolling it on his tongue, savoring it) 
Prince Arcade Arcadievitch Bounine, General of the 
Don Cossacks, formerly Aide-de-Camp attached to the 


person of His Majesty Nicholas the Second, Tsar of all 
the Russians. 


ANNA 
(With raised head and in an imperious tone) 
And I—? I am Her Imperial Highness, Princess Ana- 
stasia Nicolaevna. 
(There is a tick of silence, then she bursts out in 
a discordant laugh that sends her into a fit of 
coughing.) 


Curtain 


ACT TWO 


ACT TWO 


The same as act ONE. 

One month later. 

The room has undergone a complete change and is 
now elegant to the point of being overdone. On the walls 
are a number of Russian ikons and there are pictures of 
the Russian royal family on the walls as well as one on 
a table next to a settee down right, this one in a frame 
surmounted by the imperial eagles. 

The center doorway, that leads to ANNA’s rooms, is 
curtained and there are curtains on the windows. 

Where formerly there was a packing case containing 
bottles and glasses there is now a handsome side-table 
that serves in the same capacity. 

Strong afternoon sunlight pours through the big win- 
dows. Everything is bright, golden and richly impres- 
sive. 

Curtain rises on empty stage. 

Enter sercet. He is in his shirt-sleeves. He gives a 
quick glance round, then goes to side-table and pours 
himself a drink. varya enters center. 


VARYA 
(In voice imitating BOUNINE) 
Sergei! 
(sErcEI is frozen, then as she laughs, he turns.) 
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SERGEI 


Oh, it’s you! Want some? 
(He makes a gesture to the bottle.) 


VARYA 


(Shaking her head) 
His Excellency is out? 


SERGEI 
All the afternoon. . . . Where’s the girl? 


VARYA 


(Mockingly grand) 
Her Imperial Highness is having a bit of rest... 
She hasn’t done so well today. 


SERGEI 
Oh, you mean old Chancellor Plouvitch? 


VARYA 
He wouldn't accept her, would he? 


SERGEI 


No, but just as I was leading him out he turned round 
and called back, “Tell me, who are you?” 
(He imitates an old man’s quavering tone.) 


VARYA 


What did she do? 
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SERGEI 
Stared straight at him and gave him no answer. 


VARYA 

She’s clever all right! 
(PETROVIN enters from basement door. He wears 
a morning coat and spats. He carries a glass of 
Russian tea.) 


PETROVIN 


(Scolding sERcEt) 
What are you doing going around without your coat? 
(He slaps varya on bottom and holds out hand 
for the cigarettes she has pilfered.) 


SERGEI 
I didn’t want to get it dirty. 


VARYA 
He fancies himself in that royal livery. 
(She gives up the cigarettes, makes a face and 
exits center.) 


PETROVIN 

(Helping sercet into his coat, the livery of an imperial 
servant) 

You know we've got to keep up appearances. There 


are still some witnesses out there. 


SERGEI 


People of no importance. 
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PETROVIN 
How many? 
SERGEI 
Three. The dressmaker had to go. 
(He goes toward door.) 
PETROVIN 
Sonia Rykoff?P 
SERGEI 


Yes, that’s the one. She will be back tomorrow. 


PETROVIN 
Tell them Her Highness will see them in a little while. 


SERGEI 
Yes, sir. 


PETROVIN 

And don't forget to say “Her Highness.” 
(SERGEI exits. PETROVIN sits. He starts to sip the 
tea he is carrying. cHERNOVv enters also from base- 
ment doorway.) 


CHERNOV 
Well, Piotr, how’s it going? 


PETROVIN 
Ups and downs. The peasants, most of them, accept 
her without question. 
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CHERNOV 


The illiterates, of course! They're always the loyal 
ones. It was Alexander the Second with those damned 
schools of his that made the Russian revolution. 

(He claps hand to his lower right side.) 


PETROVIN 
What's the matter? Your gallstones? 


CHERNOV 


It’s a question of tension. They haven't been really 
quiet since the day of that bedside visit of Drivinitz and 
' his pack of sceptics! 


PETROVIN 


Those investors were not quite so sceptical after see- 
ing her wounds. 


CHERNOV 
No, but next time she meets them there won't be a 
doctor on hand to forbid her talking. 
(Door is opened by sERcEt and BOUNINE enters. 
He has hat and gloves and fur-lined overcoat, 
which he removes and hands to sercr1. He wears 
a morning coat with a ribbon in his buttonhole.) 


BOUNINE 
Good afternoon, gentlemen. 


PETROVIN 
Good afternoon, Excellency. 
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BOUNINE 
I’ve got news: we are about to receive a distinguished 
visitor. 


PETROVIN 


Oh? 


BOUNINE 
Maria Feodorovna, the Old Ikon herself! 


PETROVIN 
No? The Queen Mother—here? 


BOUNINE 

It’s official . . . The prince sent for me to ask if Her 
Highness was now well enough for us to bring her to 
Haraldeberg to meet the Empress. I thought we weren't 
ready for that, not yet, so I said “no.” 


PETROVIN 


Quite right, but— 


BOUNINE 
The Prince said, “In that case Her Majesty will visit 
Her Highness under my escort.” Of course there was 
nothing I could reply to that except that I was sure 
“Her Highness” would be overjoyed. 
(He sits on settee. vARYA enters with a glass of 
ted. SERGE! presents a tray with comb and mirror.) 
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CHERNOV 
Were those his exact words? Did he actually say “Her 
Highness”? 
BOUNINE 


He did indeed. No talk of “the unknown woman,” or 
“the alleged daughter of the Tsar,” the sort of phrases he 
used before he met her. 

(He combs his hair and beard.) 


PETROVIN 
It sounds as if she’d convinced him. 


BOUNINE 


I think she has, and I don’t wonder. She’s amazing. 
What she’s managed to learn in one month. 


CHERNOV 
Five weeks. 
BOUNINE 
Her ability at picking out and memorizing petty de- 
tail is certainly extraordinary. 
(sercEI takes tray to side-table, gives BOUNINE 


the glass of tea.) 


PETROVIN 
Yes, if that is what it is. 


BOUNINE 
What on earth do you mean? 


69 


ANASTASIA 


PETROVIN 
Well, it seems to me, at times, that it passes the ex- 
traordinary and becomes the—uncanny. 


CHERNOV 
Rubbish! She’s made mistakes, plenty of them, when 
we ve been going over the books of data. 


PETROVIN 
Oh, yes, the name of some functionary, or whether 
some event took place at Tsarskoie or the Winter Palace, 
the sort of mistakes we would all make about things that 
happened to us ten or twelve years ago. 


BOUNINE 
Come, Piotr, you surely aren't suggesting—? 


PETROVIN 
(Cutting in) 
You're sure Anastasia was killed? 


BOUNINE 


Of course, she was killed. I had the whole story from 
Yourovski’s head bodyguard before we strung him up. 
To be sure, Anastasia fainted when Yourovski shot her 
father and so the first volley of the execution squad 
didn’t kill her. She woke up to find ten corpses lying all 
about her. If she hadn’t screamed she might have stood 
a chance. 
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CHERNOV 


The bodies were tossed down a deserted mine shaft. 
You don’t suppose Yourovski didn’t count them, do you? 


PETROVIN 
All the same the tale of her escape has been insisted 
on by people who claimed to have first-hand informa- 
tion. 
BOUNINE 
Russian peasants! You know their love of the miracu- 
lous. 


PETROVIN 
It’s a choice of miracles, it seems to me. 


CHERNOV 


With all this perfection you see in her let me remind 
you of one glaring failure: there must be an interpreter 
present if she talks to a witness who can only speak 
Russian. 


PETROVIN 


(Deflated) 


True .. . yes, that is true. 


BOUNINE 


That won't matter if only the Old Ikon accepts her. 
Everything depends on that. 


PETROVIN 
What time will they be here? 
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BOUNINE 
About four. 
(He starts to look in photograph album that lies 
on table beside settee.) 


PETROVIN 


Less than an hour! I'd better send away the remaining 
witnesses and we'll give her a last-minute drilling on 
one of the albums. 

(He starts for door.) 


BOUNINE 


Wait! That would only confuse her mind and make 
her nervous . . . No, well have to trust to her instinct. 
Of course it is ten years since I’ve seen the Empress. It’s 
not likely her own memory is what it was. She’s nearly 
eighty. 

(Knock. sercei enters left.) 


SERGEI 
Pardon, Excellency, there is a phone call from a news- 
paper. 


BOUNINE 
Which one? 


SERGEI 
Die Nachtausgabe. 
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PETROVIN 


They called before asking for an interview. 
(As PETROVIN moves to go.) 


BOUNINE 
(Sharply) 
Stay here. You had better talk to them, Chernov. 


PETROVIN 
Why do you say that? 


BOUNINE 


Be careful! Make her health the excuse. Don't antago- 
nize them. (CHERNOv exits, followed by SERGEI. BOUNINE 
turns to PETROVIN) You're not to be trusted with these 
newspaper people. Giving them her photograph to pub- 
lish was the act of an idiot. 


PETROVIN 

(Defensively) 

You said you wanted publicity. 
(vARYA enters center.) 


VARYA 
Pardon, Excellency, Her Highness is ready to receive 
the witnesses. 


PETROVIN 
(Goes to door, calls through it) 
Sergei! 
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BOUNINE 


Who are they? 
(SERGE! enters left.) 


PETROVIN 
(Looking off into hall) 
A sleigh driver, a shabby-looking doctor and some sort 
of charwoman—no one who matters. 


BOUNINE 


You explained why Her Highness prefers to conduct 
these interviews in German? 


SERGEI 


Yes, Excellency, I told them it was so that the records 
of what was said could be read by her legal advisers. 


BOUNINE 
Good. 


PETROVIN 
One at a time, Sergei, the woman first. 


SERGEI 


The old man and the woman are friends. They ask if 
they may come together. 


PETROVIN 
Very well. 
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BOUNINE 
Tell Her Highness we are ready. 
(SERGEI goes to doorway left.) 


SERGEI 
(Speaking through it) 
Come this way. 
(CHARWOMAN and SLEIGH DRIVER enter. The old 
man has a white beard, wears a long black over- 
coat, green with age, and carries a cap. The 
CHARWOMAN is a middle-aged Russian peasant 
with a scarf about her shoulders over a brightly 
colored dress. She is shy and hides behind the old 
man. Her eyes are taken by the Ikon. She does 
an awkward curtsey in front of it and crosses 


herself.) 


PETROVIN 
Now, my good people, Her Royal Highness is about 
to receive you. You are to talk to her and examine her 
attentively. After the audience you will be taken to the 
chief secretary who will register your opinion in writing 
and obtain your signature. 


SERGEI 
(Announcing) 
Her Imperial Highness Anastasia Nicolaevna. 
(ANNA enters center, with a faint air of hesitation. 
She looks at BoUNINE as if for support. She is 
simply but tastefully dressed. Her face, though 
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pale, is no longer haggard. sLEicH DRIVER drops 
on his knees, the woman follows suit. ANNA comes 
to the old man. He catches her dress, then her 
hand. He puts his lips to it.) 


SLEIGH DRIVER 
Yes, it is you, Little Mother! I know you as my dog 
knows me. You were like four flowers, you and your 
sisters, and for each of you there was a different scent. 


ANNA 
(With a quick glance at the two men on the other side of 
the room) 

Dear Wassievitch! Do you remember that Christmas 
at Gatchina when I had sprained my ankle on the ice 
and you had to carry me to and from your sleigh in your 
arms? 


SLEIGH DRIVER 
Yes, it is your voice! I would know it anywhere. 


ANNA 

I remember how you used to kiss each of your horses 
good morning—it always made me laugh. And I remem- 
ber the big blue silk net that was spread over their backs 
to keep the snow they kicked up from falling on the 
people who rode in the sleigh. 


SLEIGH DRIVER 
Yes, yes, Little Mother, I see you have not forgotten 
those old days. 
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ANNA 


My sister Olga took a photograph of us, you and me. 
I have it in an album. Would you like to see it? 


SLEIGH DRIVER 
I am blind, Gracious One. 


ANNA 
(Softly) 
I didn’t know. 
SLEIGH DRIVER 
A double cataract. But I do not mind. It was a beauti- 
ful world that I saw in those old days. I like to pretend 
I am still living in it. 
CHARWOMAN 
You would be glad of your eyes today! Our princess 
is beautiful. 


ANNA 
You have knelt to me long enough, Wassievitch. It 
was not like that at Gatchina. Then we threw snowballs 
at each other—only you always threw them so that they 
should not hit me. 
(She helps him rise.) 


SLEIGH DRIVER 
You loved the snow. I called you “Snow Princess” and 
you said you liked the name. 
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PETROVIN 


(To BOUNINE with a chuckle) 
I'm really enjoying myself! 


ANNA 
(Grandly) 


Place chairs for my visitors. 


BOUNINE 
I must inform Your Highness that other visitors are 
coming . . . Prince Paul and the Empress mother. 
ANNA 
(Shocked) 
She is coming here? 
BOUNINE 
Yes. 
ANNA 


I... I don't know if I will be able to face her. 


BOUNINE 
Why not? 


ANNA 
I am not sure that I am well enough. Must it be to- 


day? 
"8 


ANASTASIA 


BOUNINE 


Yes, it must. I will send these peasants away. Then 
you can lie down and rest. 
(He makes a move to do so.) 


ANNA 


No, they have been waiting a long time. (Faintly im- 
perious) Bring the chairs! (Indicating chair to cHar- 
WOMAN) Sit down. (She does so, but not until she has 
first seated the blind man) What is your name? 


CHARWOMAN 
(Shyly) 
Annouchka, Highness. 
ANNA 
And have you come here all the way from Russia, 
Annouchka?P 
CHARWOMAN 
No, Highness. I have worked here in the colony since 
1921. 
ANNA 
You know me, do you, Annouchka? 


CHARWOMAN 
Of course I know you, Little Mother. 
(Her shyness overcomes her. She reaches a hand 
back to the old man. He takes it.) 
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ANNA 


Where was it that I met you, in Peterhoff, Livadia, or 
was it Spala during the war? 


CHARWOMAN 
At Ekaterinburg, Little Mother. 


ANNA 


(Incredulously) 
You saw me there? But nobody was allowed in the 
town except the soldiers. 


CHARWOMAN 


I lived there. They sent me into that accursed house 
with the two wooden fences about it, with the closed 


windows, and the darkened panes . . . The soldiers 
said to me, “You are to wash the floorboards” . . . sol 
went in. 

ANNA 


And you saw me in that house? 


CHARWOMAN 
Sitting in a half-dark room all alone . . . I had my 
pail, my cloths and my brushes. Yourovski, that assassin, 
he gave me a push and said “Hurry,” and I fell on my 
knees on the threshold of the room as one does in 
church . . . The vile one thought it was in order to 
scrub the floor but you knew it was for you that I knelt! 
(She enacts it as she speaks and kneels on the 
floor in front of ANNA.) 
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ANNA 
(Still wonderingly) 


For me? 


CHARWOMAN 


You smiled and gave me a good wish, but then you 
forgot I was there. Your thoughts were in the clouds 
like wounded birds. 


ANNA 
(Raptly—it is as if a memory had really taken hold of 
her) 

I do remember! I remember the swish of your cloth, 
as you wiped the floor, reminded me of the frou-frou 
of the women’s trains as they walked about the polished 
floors of the Winter Palace . . . And I thought of the 
wonderful balls that were given there. The great stair- 
case! And on every step a huntsman in green, his gloved 
hand on a gilt cutlass! 

(She rises and gestures, creating the picture of 
the big staircase.) 


CHARWOMAN 

One of the soldiers had traced on the floor a sketch of 
Rasputin all naked. I washed it out and, as I did so, the 
sun must have come out, for a little beam came through 
the shutters and there on the floor was your shadow 
. I stooped and kissed it . . . And afterward came 
that dreadful day when the shots were heard, and the 
sun darkened so that a July evening seemed like the 
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blackest hour in winter . . . (ANNA covers her face with 
her hands, then she drops on her knees beside the 
woman. ANNouCHKA, her shyness gone, clasps her in her 
arms. ANNA’s head is hidden. Her shoulders shake with 
suppressed sobs) But even then, at that time, it was 
whispered that there was one who was not dead. And, 
as the months passed and we gathered round our stoves, 
the story was told of the princess who was carried away 
in the night in her blood-stained dress, heavy with all 
the diamonds and pearls sewn into it... 


BOUNINE 
Enough! Her Highness must close the audience. You 
were brought here to attest that this is indeed Anastasia 
Nicolaevna. You both agree? 
(sERGEI and varya take charge of the two peas- 
ants, leading them out.) 


CHARWOMAN 
In Ekaterinburg there is a deep wood of pine trees 
and in it, at night, shadows are seen moving, dressed 
all in silver and lovely as the moon . . . Four daughters 


. . . they say four . . . but I know there can be only 
three... 


SLEIGH DRIVER 


(As he is led off) 
Bless Your Highness! 
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CHARWOMAN 


(As she is led off) 
Bless Your Highness! God’s blessing on you forever! 


ANNA 
Good-bye, Annouchka, Annouchka of Ekaterinburg! 


PETROVIN 

Thank heaven that’s over! I’m dying for a cigarette. 
(ANNA, with a sudden gesture, snatches the ciga- 
rette from between his lips and throws it on the 


floor.) 


ANNA 


How dare you? How dare you light a cigarette in my 
presence without my permission? 


PETROVIN 
(Stunned, bewildered) 

I beg Your Highness’s pardon. If you'll excuse me I'll 
—(He breaks off and backing, stumbles against a chair) 
Strange! 

(He exits left.) 


BOUNINE 
(Smiling, amused) 
Good! Most effective. And does that mean that your 
illusion has returned? Or is it self-hypnotism? 


ANNA 


A cigarette, please. 
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BOUNINE 
(Offering her cigarette) 

Have I Your Highness’s permission? (ANNA shrugs. 
BOUNINE takes cigarette; lights hers and his) Anyhow 
you have managed to capture the right tone. If you are 
as good with the old Empress as you were with those 
two servants the prize is in sight. The Prince will be 
here too. I am sure he is only waiting for the Empress’s 


acknowledgment to remind you that he was your girl- 
hood fiancé. 


ANNA 
And am I to marry him? 


BOUNINE 
It may sound overly ambitious. 


ANNA 
And am I to have children brought into the world at 
your command? And must they be his? Or will you 
allow me the liberty of my famous ancestress and let 
me choose my Orloffs or my Potemkins? 


BOUNINE 


(Raising his hand as if to strike her) 

Don’t speak to me in that mocking tone or you will 
get your face slapped. Your success with these muzhiks 
has gone to your head. If you are clever it is with my 
cleverness. The Prince is a romantic, a sentimentalist. 
He will persuade himself he is in love with you—if that 
is so important. 
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ANNA 

So important? Why should it be? Can a poor outcast 

expect everything? 
BOUNINE 

Outcast certainly, but I have come to realize some- 
thing that was not evident at our first meeting. You are 
well educated and refined . . . Who are you? From 
what family.do you come? 


ANNA 
My father was a toymaker, my mother his assistant 
who painted the faces of his dolls . . . Could you ask 
a better ancestry for a puppet? 
(SERGEI enters.) 
SERGEI 
(Speaking over shoulder as he enters) 
Wait here, I'll see. (To BountnE) Pardon, Excellency, 
what of the last witness? 


BOUNINE 
Who is it? 
SERGEI 


The doctor. He has been waiting a long time. 
(pr. SERENSKY enters behind him, a handsome 
man in his mid-forties. He walks with a limp 
and carries a rubber-tipped cane. Over his shoul- 
der we seé CHERNOV.) 


SERENSKY 
I am sure the—Princess will see me. 


85 


ANASTASIA 


SERGEI 
(Turning, barring the way) 

You can’t come in here! 

(cHERNOV also takes hold of his arm, restraining 

him.) 

SERENSKY 
She saw the others. 
ANNA 


Michael! 
(She turns swiftly and moves toward right.) 


BOUNINE 
Let him come in . . . Her Highness can grant you 
only a brief interview. She is expecting some important 
visitors, and so is preoccupied. 
(SERENSKY enters, CHERNOV following.) 


SERENSKY 
Yes, so I see. 
(SERGEL exits.) 

BOUNINE 

What is your name? 
SERENSKY 

Michael Serensky . . . I am a doctor. 
CHERNOV 


Where was it you met Her Highness? 
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SERENSKY 
In the hospital. 


BOUNINE 
One that she visited with her mother during the war? 


SERENSKY 
No . . . One in which we were both patients. 
CHERNOV 
Where was this? 
SERENSKY 


In Bucharest. We used to sit in the big sunroom to- 

gether and talk. Her head had been hurt in a factory 
- explosion. With all those bandages it was impossible to 
tell whether she was pretty or ugly. But I liked her 
voice. We became great friends. 


CHERNOV 
(To BOUNINE) 
He’s here to make trouble. 


BOUNINE 


Yes, so I begin to realize. (Turning on SERENSKY accus- 
ingly) You're a Bolshevik agent! 


CHERNOV 
They've sent you to upset Her Highness’s claim. 


SERENSKY 
You know she’s not “a Highness” as well as I do. 
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BOUNINE 
Keep your eyes on me, you Bolshevik dog . . . I'm 
speaking to you. 
SERENSKY 
I am not a Bolshevik and I am not their emissary. 


CHERNOV 
(Driving at him) 
Who gave you a passport to come here? Who gave 
you the money? 


SERENSKY 
I have money of my own. Anya helped me in my 
laboratory. She is clever, and, except for her delusion 
about her family, quite sane. 
(Throughout this ANNA remains with her back 
turned to the newcomer. It is as if his appearance 
had thrown her completely off balance.) 


CHERNOV 
Is this true what this man is saying? Do you know 
him? 
SERENSKY 
Of course she knows me. (He goes over to ANNA) 


Aren't you going to speak to me, Anya? It’s almost a 
year since we last saw each other, since you ran away. 


BOUNINE 
Never mind that . . . Get out of here! 
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ANNA 


(Turning to them) 
No, let him talk if he wants to . . . But it will do no 
good. 
(This last is addressed to the young doctor.) 


SERENSKY 


I have been lonely since you left, Anya . . 


ANNA 
(With an underlying agitation) 
_ I came here for a purpose, Michael, but it is no use 
to tell you. 


SERENSKY 
(Softly) 

Have you forgotten that evening in the field of sun- 
flowers where you hid, and I caught you, and you lay 
with your head on one of the broken flowers like a pil- 
low, and the moon shone on your face? (ANNA turns 
away once more) I see, a royal gesture of dismissal. 


ANNA 


(With her back to him) 
You shouldn’t be here, Michael . . . I don’t need 
you. 


SERENSKY 


I think you do. You are in dangerous hands. 
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BOUNINE 
(Angrily) 
What’s that? 


SERENSKY 
You should be ashamed, Prince Bounine. You think 
you can bring a dream to life and set it to work for you 
like a genie out of a bottle. 


BOUNINE 
That’s enough! 


SERENSKY 
(Swinging back to ANNA) 

Stir up your memory, Anya. Think how we worked 
together . . . the way you helped me with the slides 
and the tissues. Your hands were more skillful than 
mine . . . You were saving lives. 


BOUNINE 


(Going to him threateningly) 
Didn't you hear me? Enough, I said. I'll call my ser- 
vants and have them kick you down the steps. 


SERENSKY 


Be careful! I have her police papers, papers that 
establish her identity as “Anya Bronin”! 


BOUNINE 
Let me see them. 
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SERENSKY 


Oh, no, I haven’t them on me, my dear Prince . . . 
I am not quite as trusting as that. 


CHERNOV 
Police papers are nothing. They are being forged 
every day. 
BOUNINE 
Sergeil 
SERENSKY 
You need summon no reinforcements. I am going. 


BOUNINE 
And don’t come back or you will be sorry. 


SERENSKY 
I was for a year in the hands of the OGPU. They 
broke my health and my reason for a time. After that 
what any man can do to me is nothing. (SERGEI enters) 
Good-bye, Anya. If you should want me I’m at a small 
hotel called the Templehof. 
(He limps off, head in air. sercxs follows.) 


CHERNOV 


Is that true? Has he got your police papers? (ANNA 
shrugs) I had better be sure Sergei doesn’t manhandle 


(He turns and hurries after the other two.) 
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BOUNINE 
(Smolderingly) 
So now it’s “Anya”! . . It seems revolutions make 
strange bedfellows . . . only it wasn’t a bed—a field 


of sunflowers, the raw earth, like animals! 
(He goes over to her.) 


ANNA 
(Scornfully) 
You sound shocked. Don’t tell me your moral sense is 
offended? 
BOUNINE 
You who pretend to be so aloof and disdainful! 


ANNA 
Why are you concerned? 


BOUNINE 
(Bursting out) 
Were you this cripple’s mistress? 


ANNA 
And if I were, is that any business of yours? 


BOUNINE 


So that’s your answer? Well, at least your lover has 
cleared the air for us. We know where we stand! 


ANNA 


Is that a warning that I had better keep my bedroom 
door locked? 
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BOUNINE 
You may take it as a suggestion that you leave it open. 


ANNA 
You flatter yourself, Prince Bounine. I've no doubt 
there are women who find you quite devastating . . . 
I happen not to be one of them. 


BOUNINE 
A challenge? We will see! (He catches her by the arm 
and gives it an upward turn. She gives a little cry of 
pain) It might be amusing to give you some lessons in 
refined love-making. 


ANNA 
Is this quite the moment? The Empress is coming, 
remember? The success or failure of your enterprise 
will be in my hands. 


BOUNINE 
(Releasing her slowly) 

True. It can wait . . . Now you had better concen- 
trate on the questions you will have to answer . 
Don’t forget you were born in Peterhoff but your child- 
hood memories would be mostly of Livadia, the palace 
on the Black Sea . . . If she mentions the money pre- 
tend you have no interest init and . . . (Shouts angrily) 
You're not listening! (She turns to him) And, most im- 
portant, the children called the old lady “Grandmama” 
as the word is pronounced in French. 
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ANNA 
(Repeating) 
Grandmama. 
(PETROVIN enters.) 


PETROVIN 

Sergei tells me that this doctor fellow is trying to up- 
set things. 

BOUNINE 

He saw the photograph that you so stupidly gave to 
the press and came straight to Berlin, armed with her 
police papers .. . 

PETROVIN 

Police papers? It’s true then—he does know youP— 
Knows who you are? 

ANNA 
(Brightly) 

Dr. Serensky? Oh, yes! For a long time he was my 
doctor and, afterward, we were friends . . . He has ex- 
plained to Prince Bounine about the crazy fancies that 
come to me at times . . . You see—my head was in- 
jured in a factory explosion. 

(She exits center.) 


PETROVIN 
Does she mean that? Is it the truth? 


BOUNINE 


The truth about her? How is anyone to know? 
(SERGEI enters.) 
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SERGEI 
Her Majesty’s car is here! 


(They hurriedly replace chairs moved for the 
two peasants.) 


BOUNINE 


Here already? (He grabs the album and takes it off 
to table on other side of room) Quick, Piotr, go and tell 
Anna she must hurry. 


PETROVIN 
Does she know what she is to wear? 


BOUNINE 
Yes, that is all arranged. 
(PETROVIN exits. SERCEI appears in doorway.) 


SERGEI 
Her Imperial Majesty. 
(empress enters, followed by her lady-in-waiting, 
the BARONESS LIVENBAUM. The EMPRESS is small 
but straight-backed and indomitable. She is 
dressed all in black. She carries a small tightly 
rolled umbrella.) 


EMPRESS 


The royal livery—so—they are wasting no time—are 
they? And Arcade Arcadievitch! ... I thought you 
were dead . . . Don’t they shoot traitors nowadays? 
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BOUNINE 


Let your Majesty be reassured, the tradition has been 
observed. I was sentenced to be shot twice. 


EMPRESS 
By whom? The Whites or the Reds? 


BOUNINE 


By both. 


EMPRESS 
And youre still here? But there, I remember: you 


were always a man who, when you came to a parting of 
the ways, took both ways. 


BOUNINE 
It seems to me that our cause has had enough martyrs, 
Your Majesty . . . What it has chiefly lacked are men 
with practical minds who know how to gauge an op- 
portunity and seize it when it appears. 
(He crosses right, making a low bow as he goes. 
He fetches a footstool, placing it in front of set- 
tee.) 


EMPRESS 

As you are doing here . . . The effrontery of using 
the name of Romanov to create a business with shares 
and salaried officers and a promise of handsome divi- 


dends! My compliments, Bounine. You're a scoundrel 
on the grand scale. 
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LIVENBAUM 


(Shocked, protesting) 
Oh, Your Majesty! 


EMPRESS 
Keep quiet! 
(She sits on settee.) 


BOUNINE 


Either that, or, possibly, the loyal servitor of a prin- 
cess too long denied her rightful heritage. 


EMPRESS 
You have certainly come some distance since those 
days when you were aide-de-camp to my elder son, 
gambling to the small hours with the Grand Dukes and 
winning ten thousand roubles a night, so I was told, 
with suspicious regularity. 


BOUNINE 


It’s not necessary to cheat opponents who pour their 
brandy out in goblets, Your Majesty. 


EMPRESS 
I remember one of your mistresses from the Marin- 
skaia Theatre. You went in for actresses even in those 
days! She was French, if I remember rightly, and had 
eyes like a letter of mourning. She created a scandal in 
your rooms and my husband called you to account. 
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BOUNINE 


Alas, Your Majesty! The lady acted when off the stage 
and behaved when on it—an unfortunate reversal. 


EMPRESS 

She conveniently disappeared so that you were free 
to tell whatever story you liked. In those days you made 
women disappear and now you make them appear . . . 
Quite a talented magician! 


BOUNINE 
The Grand Duchess Anastasia asked Your Majesty to 
grant her an interview at which you might judge, better 
than anyone living, the truth of her claim. She had re- 
lied, as had we, on your coming with an open mind. 


EMPRESS 

My dear Bounine, I have already been shown two 
Tatianas, an Alexei and a Marie. I am a little weary of 
these spectral Romanovs. But I’m not here to spoil your 
little game though I’m not here to help it either. I’ve 
come, if you must know, because my nephew has 
plagued me into it. 


BOUNINE 
I am grateful to His Highness. 


EMPRESS 


But I warn you, Bounine, don’t try my patience too 
far. I have lost everything that I have ever loved: my 
husband, both my sons, my five grandchildren, my 
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home, my position, my country . . . I have nothing 
left but my memories. Don’t lay your hands on those. 
They are sacred. Now you may go. 
(She makes an imperious gesture of dismissal 
with her umbrella.) 


BOUNINE 
(Crosses and bows) 
Thank you, Your Majesty. 


EMPRESS 


I see you hesitate. Perhaps you are afraid to let your 
artist perform without a prompter? 


BOUNINE 
Not at all. I will go and tell Her Highness you are 
ready to receive her . . . I think Your Majesty is about 
to meet with some surprises. 
(He exits center.) 


EMPRESS 
Poisonous insect! 
LIVENBAUM 
(With girlish enthusiasm) 


But he’s attractive; so masterful and ruthless! A blow 
or a kiss, or perhaps both! 


EMPRESS 
I find your voluptuous fancies quite disgusting. To a 
woman of your age sex should mean nothing but gender. 
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LIVENBAUM 
Did he really murder the lady with the spaniel’s eyes? 


EMPRESS 
I didn’t say he murdered her. She conveniently dis- 
appeared. 


PAUL 


(Off) 


Where? In here? 


EMPRESS 
Ah, here is Paul. 
(pauL enters. He is a handsome young man. He 
is noticeably well dressed and wears a fur-lined 
overcoat. He goes to the EMprREsS with a dis- 
arming smile.) 
PAUL 
(Kissing EMpREss’s hand) 


You're here before me! I’m so sorry. I had to borrow a 
car. It’s a nuisance not having one of your own. 


EMPRESS 
Yes. I’m afraid your ancestors hadn’t foreseen a time 
in which royalty might have to work for a living. 
(As she speaks pau. takes off his overcoat and 
deposits it upstage.) 


PAUL 
Hasn't anyone received you? 
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EMPRESS . 


Oh, yes, Prince Bounine was here. It is when I meet a 
man like him that I understand why the revolution 
happened! 


PAUL 
You hate him for having been Kerensky’s satellite. 
But there are plenty who made that mistake. And, be- 
lieve me, the Bounine of nineteen-seventeen and the 
Bounine of today are two different men. 


EMPRESS 

You think people change? How naive you are! My 
husband used to say: “If you want to reform a man start 
with his grandfather.” 


PAUL 
(Sitting beside her) 
Well, anyway, don’t quarrel with the dinner because 
you don’t like the cook. 
(LIVENBAUM laughs and makes a gesture of ap- 
plauding.) 
EMPRESS 
(Annoyed) 
Run along, Livenbaum, we're discussing family mat- 
ters. 


LIVENBAUM 
(Protesting) 
I’m not to see her? 
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EMPRESS 
(Removing her fur neckpiece, hands it to LIVENBAUM) 
You'd only insist on giving me your opinion and 
youre never right about anything. Go and find this 
Bounine you hanker after. You may get the blow but 
I'll be surprised if he gives you the kiss. 
(LIVENBAUM, unruffled, gives a little laugh and 


goes off left.) 


PAUL 
Does Anastasia know you are here? 


EMPRESS 
(Frostily) 
I believe the lady has been notified. 


PAUL 


Please, I beg of you, don’t make up your mind until 
you meet her. 


EMPRESS 


They've gone out of their way to put my back up. 
Look at that photograph, the eagles on the frame, the 


servants’ liveries. 


PAUL 
Yes, I agree it’s all overdone, but— 


EMPRESS 


(Overlapping) 


If your Anastasia were genuine she’d revolt against it. 
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PAUL 
(Pleading) 
Do try and keep an open mind. 


EMPRESS 
Youre gullible, Paul, you always were. You had 
reached your teens before you stopped believing in 
Santa Claus. 


PAUL 
(With a laugh) 

I’m not as easy as you think. The first time I came 
here it was in no mood of eager expectancy. I was all 
prepared to denounce and expose. I had heard about 
Bounine and his company and thought the whole thing 
a disgraceful fraud. 


EMPRESS 
And then came your conversion from prosecutor to 
disciple . . . Quite in the manner of that other Paul, 
the sainted one. 


PAUL 

(Rising as the memory of the occasion takes hold of him) 

I was on the point of leaving. I had been shown in 
here and, while I sat waiting, I thought of my last visit 
to Tsarskoie Selo. I kissed them all good-bye. I was 
going off to war and the Emperor went with me to the 
door. We crossed the Marble Parade Hall, the Hall of 
Catherine the Second, the Portrait Gallery, the Black 
Cossacks Hall. Behind us everything entered into the 
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shadows, and I felt that it was there, among the shad- 
ows, they should remain .. . In their fairy palace 
with the black eagles . . . and the mighty ancestors 
looking down from the walls. (He pauses. The EMPRESS 
doesn’t speak) And then Anastasia came in . . . Oh, I 
didn’t recognize her immediately! I hadn’t made enough 
allowance for the years, for all she had gone through. 


EMPRESS 
(Testily) 
She answered your questions, I suppose. What do you 
expect? Bounine has taught her her lessons. 


PAUL 
Bounine doesn’t know everything. 


EMPRESS 
There are many sources he can draw on here in Ber- 
lin . . . old friends, old servants, ghosts from our royal 
past. 
PAUL 


It isn’t only what she knows, and it isn’t the evidence 
of her wounds. I’ve told you about those. No, it’s more 
an atmosphere she creates, a quiet assurance, a fineness 
that, you feel, is above question. 


EMPRESS 
(Looking up at him) 
You sound as if you had fallen in love with her. 
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PAUL 
I think perhaps I have . . 


EMPRESS 


You're quite mad. But I suppose it’s only to be ex- 
pected. After your father died, your mother, poor 
Eudoxia, wanted to marry the Pope. 


PAUL 
She was always religiously inclined. 


EMPRESS 
So youre in love with this sleeping beauty? 


PAUL 


Shouldn't I be? Don’t forget, she was to have been 
my wife. Why, we actually went through a ceremony of 
our own devising, a child betrothal. She was twelve and 
I was fourteen. It was held on the Chinese Island. 


EMPRESS 


And does she recollect it at all clearly? 


PAUL 
She hasn’t mentioned it. It seems to be one of her 


blank spots. 


EMPRESS 
She doesn’t remember a thing like that? And yet you 
still believe her? Preposterous! 
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PAUL 
You're wrong; I’ve spoken to the doctors, to Lessing 
for one. There’s no greater authority. He says some de- 
gree of amnesia would be almost inevitable. The head 
wound was a serious one. Bounine tells me that at times 
the poor dear has complete lapses . . . 


EMPRESS 
(Overlapping) 
Bounine! The girl means nothing to him or his friends. 
She is simply a means of getting their hands on the mil- 
lions my son deposited in foreign banks. 


PAUL 
(With a faint sigh) 
To buy munitions that came too late... . 


EMPRESS 


As usual. The Tsar was like a man riding backward on 
a train: he never saw anything until he was past it. 


PAUL 


Shouldn't we too give some thought to those millions? 
Money means power. One day a crisis may arise in Rus- 
sia and they will want us back. 


EMPRESS 


The Romanovs? Don’t delude yourself! The ants are 
in power, the red ants! Some day ants of a different 
color may take their place but they will still be ants. 
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PAUL 
Ants can be crushed .. . 


EMPRESS 

You think so? Once when I went with my husband to 
Samara we saw one of those ant armies on the march 
. . . It was a terrifying sight! Animals came screaming 
from the desert, covered with the creatures, and dying 
as they ran... They dug trenches—my husband 
helped, he was like that—and they flooded the trenches 
with water. But the ants never stopped. They flung 
themselves in, million upon million, so that their float- 
ing carcasses might form a bridge for the hordes that 
followed them . . . Alexander had said that the Tsar 
of Russia must not run away from an army of ants—but 
we ran! We scrambled aboard our train and fled... . 
I learned then that we live in a world in which numbers 
must be respected. 


PAUL 
Perhaps you are right, but the blood of those poor 
murdered innocents cries out for justice: those sweet 


girls, that little boy— 


EMPRESS 
(Closing her eyes and waving his words away) 
Leave them, leave them, wrapped in the dignity of 
death. 
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(As she speaks, the curtains on the center door- 
way part and aNNA enters. She is dressed in a 
middyblouse and skirt, her hair arranged in a 
folded braid at the back.) 


PAUL 
Anastasia! (He goes to her) Are you feeling better to- 
day? 


ANNA 


(Low voice) 
Yes, thank you. My cold is almost gone. 


PAUL 
Dressed like that you make the past come alive. . . 
But this is your grandmama’s moment. Have confidence. 
(He stands close to her, and, taking her hand, 
raises her hand to his lips, then exits center. The 
EMPRESS stares in front of her, stonily. ANNA, 
rather slowly, as if waiting for the encourage- 
ment of a word of welcome, comes down until 
she is on a line with the empress. She drops a 
small curtsey. The empress turns her head.) 


EMPRESS 
(After a moment's inspection) 
Yes, I can see why the others have believed, especially 
my romantic-minded nephew. The likeness is good 
enough for a waxwork gallery. 
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ANNA 


I haven't cared whether they recognized me or not. 
But you—don’t you know me? 


EMPRESS 
(Turning her gaze away from ANNA) 
Where were you born? 


ANNA 
In Peterhoff. 


EMPRESS 


_ Child, no doubt of Emperor Nicholas the Second and 
Alexandra, his Empress? 


ANNA 
And grandchild of Maria Feodorovna. 


EMPRESS 
(Drily) 
You have taken a long time in coming to comfort my 
bereavement. 


ANNA 


I wrote you letters but you never answered. Perhaps 
you never got them. 


EMPRESS 
(Grim and hard) 
Oh, yes, I have received quite a few appeals from 
resurrected Romanovs. It seems the Bolshevik firing 
squads were very poor shots. 
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ANNA 


Twice I started out to try and find you—only there 
were many days when I did not know who I was. 


EMPRESS 
But now you do? You, at least, have accepted your- 
self? . . . Tell me: how long have you been an actress? 
ANNA 


As in your own case, Your Majesty, from earliest 
childhood. 


EMPRESS 


Yes, to be a princess is to be an actress, but not neces- 
sarily a good one. 


ANNA 


Perhaps I should have learned to be a better one if 
the curtain hadn’t fallen so early. 


EMPRESS 


You are being flippant about a subject which you 
must realize is, for me, a great personal sorrow. 


ANNA 
Forgive me, I forgot for a moment you would be re- 
garding that tragedy as more yours than mine. I am 
trying to keep my courage. But you are making it very 
hard for me . . . I have been without love for so long. 
(Her voice is husky.) 
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EMPRESS 


Come, have there been no men in your life? I thought 
the story of your rescue included a Bolshevik guard 
who had fallen in love with you and who carried you 
from the shed where the bodies were awaiting burial? 


ANNA 


Yes, he rescued me and took me to Rumania, but he 
soon decided that a crazy girl was no great prize. 


EMPRESS 
A rescue from the very edge of the grave; years of 
‘ lost memory in an asylum—excellent material for melo- 
drama! 


ANNA 
Long empty days in which the consciousness of liv- 
ing came only through pain . . . hardly melodrama, 
grandmama. 
EMPRESS 
Did I give you permission to call me that name? 


ANNA 
(Turning away) 
I'm sorry, it slipped out. I will try to guard my tongue. 


EMPRESS 

You think my answer should be to grant you that 

privilege? A lonely old woman should be glad to hear 
someone call her “grandmama.” 
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ANNA 
(Turns back) 
My loneliness has been as bitter as yours. 


EMPRESS 

You ask me for recognition, for love. And you do it 
well; your eyes are moist, your voice full of feeling. But 
I can only reply that the love you beg for belongs to 
one who is dead . . . You have chosen to deck your- 
self in the robes of a specter, mademoiselle, and in so 
doing, have managed to win endorsement from a few 
poor sentimentalists, dreamers, self-deceivers—but I am 
none of those things. The shell that was once my heart 
is not easily pierced. 


ANNA 
(With tears in her voice) 
And so you thrust me from you? I was told you would 
ask me difficult questions. But you are not interested 
enough to ask me any. 


EMPRESS 


Oh, I was going to catechize you, was I? That is what 
your business associates told you? 


ANNA 


They mean nothing to me, these men, nor the millions 
about which they dream. 


EMPRESS 
But they've told you about those millions? 
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ANNA 


Oh, yes, they have told me. 


EMPRESS 
(On a sudden outburst) 

And did you not say that a Romanov may be butch- 
ered but is not to be bought? That should have been 
your answer. For if your blood was truly Romanov you 
would not let yourself be made a catspaw by Bounine 
and his crew. 


ANNA 


Tell me to whom this money should be given and I 
will give it. Then perhaps you will believe me. 


EMPRESS 
Easily said. But you cannot give the money away un- 
til you have it. And you cannot get it without first ob- 
taining my recognition! 
(She raps with her umbrella on the floor to give 
further emphasis to her words.) 


ANNA 

Yes, you are hard. You are showing me your fighting 
face, the wounding words, barbed like arrows . . . I 
remember hearing Father say you were the toughest 
fighter the family has known since Peter the Great .. . 
That was at the time you and my mother quarreled over 
a necklace, some emeralds, part of the Imperial treasure, 
but you wanted to keep them for your lifetime. 
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EMPRESS 
(Surprised for a moment) 
Who told you this? Oh, but there were plenty who 
must have known about it. Rasputin as a beginning, 
Alix aired all her grievances to him. 


ANNA 


You wore them with your last court dress, the red 
velvet one with the long train. 


EMPRESS 
(The surprise returns) 


Where did you see my portrait, or did someone de- 
scribe me? 


ANNA 


It’s strange, I only remember the ee outlines or the 
little details. 


EMPRESS 
(Recollection awakened) 

It was the worst of our quarrels . . . the Winter Pal- 
ace, my private rooms, the snow falling outside the 
double windowpanes . . . Alix had herself formally 
announced by one of the lackeys: “Her Imperial Maj- 
esty!” Thought she was going to awe me with a title that 
had been my own for many years . . . I was sitting by 
the fire with my jewelbox on my knees, and, after that 
pompous nonsense, I didn’t even trouble to get up. I 
merely said—(She breaks off as, turning her head, she 
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realizes to whom she is talking) I don’t know why I am 
telling all this to you. 
ANNA 
(Eagerly) 
My father took the side of my mother; they even 
brought in the Chancellor. They were all lined up 
against you—but you kept Figgy’s jewels! 


EMPRESS 
How did you learn to call the great Catherine 
“Figgy’? 
ANNA 
We always called her that. And sometimes we'd give 


the same nickname to Marie because she had such an 
eye for the men. Olga used to tease her and— 


EMPRESS 
Stop! I forbid it! I forbid you to bandy those names! 


ANNA 
(Choked, indignant) 

They're my sisters! I can speak of them if I choose. 
(She snatches up the photograph of the royal 
family that stands on the table beside the settee 
and clasps it to her bosom.) 


EMPRESS 


Impostor! 
V5 
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ANNA 
(Recoiling as from a blow) 
You call me that? 


EMPRESS 

Yes, and I want it stopped. If you have any decency I 
demand that you end this masquerade . . . I will pay 
you, give you more than these blackguards will. 


ANNA 
(Backing away) 
Go away! Leave me! 


EMPRESS 
I'm offering you money. 


ANNA 

Go away, please. 
(She turns and goes, leaving the EMPRESS, as she 
crosses toward far side of room.) 


EMPRESS 
You're giving up, are you? 


ANNA 

So it wasn't enough to have suffered all that, the 
cellar, the asylum, the horror, the cruelty, the empti- 
ness? . . . It was also necessary that I should meet you 
again—like this. 
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EMPRESS 


Excellent, excellent! The tragic scene of despair. 
You're forgetting nothing, are you? 


ANNA 
Oh, how can anyone who has suffered so much have 
so little heart for suffering? 
EMPRESS 
I'm sorry, mademoiselle, if your failure to win me 
over is such a cruel disappointment . . . Good-bye. 


(She goes to door. anna drops the picture she is 
holding into chair beside her and runs to door, 
blocking the empress’s path.) 


ANNA 
Don't gol 


EMPRESS 
(Indicating over her shoulder) 
But you just told me to. 


ANNA 
Not yet. I'll say nothing more to try and convince you. 


EMPRESS 
Then what do you want of me? 


ANNA 


Just a moment or two longer. Let me touch your dress. 
Put my hand for a moment in yours. (She drops on her 


117 


ANASTASIA 


knees beside the empress and clasps her dress. The 
EMPRESS makes a move to disengage herself) Please, just 
a moment more to hear your voice, to close my eyes and 
fancy we are on the terrace at Livadia with the smell of 
the sea, and an echo of laughter from the tennis courts 
where Father and Olga are playing. You called me little 
one, “Malenkaia.” It was your own special name for 
me. You used it for no one else. 


(She breaks off, coughing.) 


EMPRESS 
Are you ill 
ANNA 
Nothing serious. 
EMPRESS 


(Bending over her) 
But have you seen a doctor, a good one? 


ANNA 
Oh, yes, I am well acquainted with doctors! But it is 
kind of you to ask. And I am not, after all, surprised that 
you do not recognize me. I know I have changed very 
much indeed. 
EMPRESS 


Let me go, please. I must go home. 


ANNA 
What is strange is that you have altered so little. You 
still seem to me as you did that day that my finger was 
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pinched in your carriage door and you told me to try 
not to cry because I was the daughter of the Tsar. 


EMPRESS 
Let me go. 


ANNA 


Look, it is still not quite straight, that finger. Or can’t 
you see the difference from the others? 


EMPRESS 
(Trying to go) 
You are too clever forme . . . I don’t know how you 
' know these things, but, please, mademoiselle, I am an 
old woman .. . I have not the strength— 
ANNA 


(Releasing her) 
Very well, go, if you must. We have met once again 
after all the years, the only two left of our family. 


EMPRESS 


I will come back. I will see you once again, mademoi- 
selle, when my mind is clearer. But now!— 


ANNA 
(Overlapping) 

No, perhaps you had better not come again. You are 
kind now; you have softened toward me. But later you 
will get your balance. You will say, “It was all acting. 
She is some sort of cheap little actress hired for money.” 
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And it is true, grandmama, they did hire me for money. 
I was starving after I ran way from the asylum. I had 
nowhere to go, I even went down the steps to the canal 
. Perhaps I should not have let him stop me— 
(She rises and goes toward settee.) 


EMPRESS 


Good-bye, mademoiselle. 


ANNA 
(Dropping down on settee) 

Good-bye, dear grandmama; I will try not to be lonely 
or frightened . . . Where have I said those words be- 
fore? . . . Oh, yes, I remember, it was on board the 
Standart! I had waked and found a storm raging, the 
big waves breaking against the hull. And I cried out, 
“Grandmama!” And you came to my cabin. 

(The EMPRESS stares at ANNA. She takes a step 
toward her, stops, then another step, then an- 
other pause, moving as if dragged against her 
will. anna lies back against sofa, eyes closed.) 


EMPRESS 
(Brokenly) 

Malenkat (She drops down beside anna and abe 
her arms to her. anna drops her head on the EMPRESS 
bosom) Malenkaia! Malenkaia! (She kisses the top of the 
bowed head) I couldn’t believe it at first. You've come 
from so far away, and I’ve waited so long for you. (She 
is pulling off her glove) Don’t cry, just rest yourself and 
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don’t speak. You are warm, you are alive, that is enough 
. . . Tcan stand no more for now. Can't you hear how 
that weary old heart of mine is beating? I must go, but 
don’t be afraid. I shall come back . . . I need you. (She 
is visibly overcome, leaning over against the settee. She 
rises; ANNA reaches out, clutching her dress) No, let go 
of my dress. That is what you used to do asachild . . . 
(She is crying and laughing) Be sensible, Malenkaia, ll 
go as I used to, speaking to you as I left the side of your 
little bed. We will go—tomorrow if you like—to my old 
palace in Finland. It is still there and it’s still mine. 
There is a very old man there, our lamplighter. Each 
' night he goes from one room to another lighting the 
empty lamps until, for him, the great, dark rooms are 
ablaze with light. The other servants take no notice. 
They realize that he is childish. And perhaps that is true 


of us all, and we are lighting dead lamps to illumine a 


grandeur that is gone . . . Good night, Anastasia. (She 
makes the sign of the cross as if blessing her) And please, 
if it should not be you . . . don’t ever tell me! 


(She turns, going out with the uncertain step of 
an old woman. ANNA rises, follows toward door, 
stops, half turns and slumps to the floor in a 
faint.) 
PAUL 
(Off) 
She was magnificent! If the Empress—(Paut enters, 


center, followed by Bountne. He sees ANNA lying on 
floor) My God! What’s happened! 
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BOUNINE 
The strain of the interview! 
(He hurries right to cabinet containing brandy.) 


ANNA 
Kak nazyvoetsya eto mestoP 


PAUL 
Listen! 


ANNA 
Ekaterinburg? Ono ochen krasivo ne pravda liP 


PAUL 
(Crying out in astonishment) 
Listen! She is speaking in Russian! 
(BOUNINES movement is arrested. He stands still, 
staring.) 
ANNA 


Olga, Alexis, Tatiana, Marie! Gde viP Gde vi? Olga! 
Olga! ... 


Curtain 
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ACT THREE 


The scene is the same. Three weeks later. 

It is about eight o'clock at night. A reception is to be 
held at which the investors in BOUNINE'S syndicate are to 
be presented to anastasia and she, in turn, officially 
presented to the world. The lamps and chandelier are 
lighted and there is a huge bowl of Russian lilies. The 
furnishings are augmented by a throne which is placed 
in front of the window, the curtains of which are drawn, 
_ thus furnishing it with a background. 

Chairs are grouped facing it on the opposite side of 
room, while on either side of throne are two important- 
looking chairs that are intended for the DOWAGER 
EMPRESS dnd PRINCE PAUL. 

PETROVIN, attired in full evening dress, is putting some 
finishing touches to the room, trying the effect of a 
cushion placed on the throne. 

From off-stage we hear the voices of a Russian choir 
who are rehearsing in the ballroom. The rhythm is in- 
fectious and, holding a footstool, as he surveys the 
throne, PETROVIN does a couple of dance steps, then de- 
posits stool in front of throne. 

Thus preoccupied, he does not see BOUNINE who en- 
ters behind him. The leader of the conspiracy wears the 
dress uniform of a General of the Don Cossacks. His ap- 
pearance is commandingly impressive. He stands in 
doorway surveying the room. 
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BOUNINE 
Good, good. Not quite the Peterhoff throne room, but 
since that is not available— 
PETROVIN 
I’ve done my best with what I could find. 


BOUNINE 
The throne—where on earth did you get that? 


PETROVIN 
Rented for the night. 


BOUNINE 
From whom, may I ask? 


PETROVIN 
The property department of the Opera. It’s from 
Boris Goudonov. 
BOUNINE 
(Laughing) 
Couldn't you have got Chaliapin as well? 


PETROVIN 


I have nearly as good—a group of Russian singers 
from the St. Basil’s choir. 


BOUNINE 
Yes, I heard them as I came in, very effective. 
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PETROVIN 

There will be a stream of Glinka, Borodin, Gretchani- 
nov, Russian hymns. By the time of the presentation 
they'll be drowning in their tears. 


BOUNINE 


(As the bowl catches his eye) 
Russian lilies too! The sentimentalists should be im- 
pressed. 


PETROVIN 


They will be ushered into the ballroom when they 
arrive and entertained there until the moment comes 
for them to be presented. 


BOUNINE 
There’s plenty of champagne? 


PETROVIN 
Of course! And vodka for the more violent patriots. 


BOUNINE 
(Seating himself on the throne) 
Youll be dealing with a mass of petty jealousies so 
the seating arrangements . . . 


PETROVIN 
(Cutting in) 
I know. I’ve given Sergei his instructions. The gen- 
erals and court dignitaries are to have the front seats. 
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The uniforms should make quite a show, despite the 
bald heads and the weak knees—reds, light blues, yel- 
lows and the gold and black of the cossacks. 


BOUNINE 
(Stretching his arms) 
Quite an historical pageant! And it seems only yester- 
day it was part of one’s everyday life. 
(The basement door is flung open and CHERNOV 
enters. He wears overcoat, hat and muffler. Un- 
derneath he is in evening clothes.) 


CHERNOV 
Have you seen this? 


(He holds out a newspaper.) 


PETROVIN 
Ah, where have you been? 


BOUNINE 
What is it? 

CHERNOV 
Die Nachtausgabe. 

BOUNINE 


Another of their veiled attacks? 


CHERNOV 


The veil is off. They call us swindlers. They use the 
word. 
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BOUNINE 
(Rising and taking paper) 
They de, do they? They'll pay for that! 


CHERNOV 


They say our “so-called royal princess” is a Russian 
working-class girl named Anya Bronin. They say that 
she is self-deceived, not quite responsible, and that we 
imposed on her simplicity. They refer to her as our 
“innocent victim.” 


BOUNINE 


(As he continues to read) 
It’s that doctor friend of hers speaking. 


CHERNOV 


Obviously. 


PETROVIN 


The lame fellow? Why didn’t we deal with him the 
day he came here? 


CHERNOV 
Deal? How?—he wasn’t the kind... . 


PETROVIN 
(Overlapping) 
I don’t mean money. It would have been easy to fake 
an accident. He was hanging about outside for some 
time. 
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BOUNINE 
(Throwing paper on chair) 
Whatever doubts may be raised by this article will 
mean nothing when weighed against the endorsement 
of the Empress. 


CHERNOV 


Possibly not—if you could be sure the Empress is 
coming. 


PETROVIN 
The croaker again! 

BOUNINE 
He invites bad luck. 

CHERNOV 


The bad luck came when you allowed Prince Paul to 
cart the girl off to Haraldeberg. 


BOUNINE 


“Allowed”? How could I stop him? He claimed the 
right as her fiancé. 


PETROVIN 


He said the Empress insisted on having her with 
them. 


CHERNOV 


You don’t know what may have happened. What 
guarantee have we that even Anna will be here tonight? 
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BOUNINE 


One that is outstanding in the case of a woman; she 
has had three fittings on the dress she is to wear. 


CHERNOV 
Did the Empress accompany her to these fittings? 


PETROVIN 
No, Worth’s woman says that she was alone. But she 
came in the Empress’s car. 


BOUNINE 
I call that most reassuring . . . How is the dress? 


PETROVIN 
A dream in white and gold. Wait until you see it. 


BOUNINE 
And the tiara? 


PETROVIN 
It’s over there on the table. I kept it for you to pass 


on. 
(He points to a case that lies beside the Russian 


lilies. BOUNINE goes and takes it. He opens it and 
inspects the glittering tiara.) 


BOUNINE 
Yes, it looks quite impressive. 


131 


ANASTASIA 


PETROVIN 

They’re paste, of course, but good paste. They'd de- 
ceive any eye except a jeweler’s—and we have none of 
those among our guests. 


BOUNINE 
Our fortunes are on the turn, Piotr. You may still 
have a chance of fulfilling your destiny as a painter. 


PETROVIN 
(Laughing) 
And you will be able to restore your stable of race 
horses—not to mention your even more attractive stable 
of mistresses. 


BOUNINE 
(Shaking head) 
No! I shall go to America. It’s the only country left 
with a proper respect for wealth. 


CHERNOV 
(Surveying them) 
You are true Russians, both of you. Realities never 
bother you for long. 
(There is a knock on left-hand door. sercE1 en- 


ters.) 


SERGEI 


Pardon, Excellency. Counsellor Drivinitz would like 
to have a word with you. 
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BOUNINE 
Tell him to come in. 


(DRIVINITZ enters, carrying folded paper. He is in 
evening dress.) 


DRIVINITZ 
Have you seen this article? 


BOUNINE 
Good evening, Counsellor. You're early. 


DRIVINITZ 
(Showing it) 
I am speaking of this paper, this article. It says your 
princess is— 
BOUNINE 
(Breaking in) 
I know what it says. It’s the work of a Bolshevik 
agent. 


DRIVINITZ 


General Martoff phoned the newspaper office. They 
say they have proofs. 


BOUNINE 

Proofs? Of course they have proofs—manufactured in 
Moscow. The pitiful thing is that a group of White 
Russians, whose hearts and purses are both concerned, 
should be so blind as not to see through this attack. 
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PETROVIN 
As against this story there stands the Romanov family. 


BOUNINE 


Yes, what do their proofs amount to when weighed 
against the endorsement of a royal fiancé, an imperial 
grandmother? 


DRIVINITZ 


True, if they really are backing your claimant. 


BOUNINE 

Of course they're backing her! And now, with that 
disposed of, let me tell you something of real impor- 
tance. The Tsar's Swedish bankers will be here tonight. 


CHERNOV 
What? 


BOUNINE 


Oh yes, I haven't told you, have I? Counsellor Kreft- 
ing and Count Stromberg. . . 


CHERNOV 
(Impressed) 
Really?—the heads of the Svenska-Handel Bank? 
PETROVIN 
How wonderfull 
DRIVINITZ 


What if they read this article? 
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BOUNINE 
That wouldn't affect them; they are most favorably 
disposed toward us—I’ve just spent an hour with them 
in their suite at the Adlon. The old Danish Empress still 
carries weight in Scandinavia and the romance of the 
reunited sweethearts, as the Count remarked, is a page 
out of Hans Christian Andersen. 


PETROVIN 
You must admit, sir, that Prince Bounine has man- 


aged things very well. 


DRIVINITZ 
(Completely mollified) 

Well, I will go back and stop General Martoff from 
upsetting any more people . . . And that reminds me, I 
am having trouble over the order of presentation. There 
is some dispute as to whether precedence should be 
governed by rank or by the amount each one has sub- 
scribed to the fund. 


BOUNINE 
Is that your list? Give it to me and I will look it over 
and advise you. 
(vaRYA enters center.) 


VARYA 
Pardon, Excellency. Her Imperial Highness is here. 
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BOUNINE 
(Surprised) 
Here? Alone? 


VARYA 
She came in through the garden entrance. 


BOUNINE 
(Recovering) t 
Quite right. Otherwise she might have met some of 
our guests prematurely. Tell Her Highness I wish to 
speak with her. 


(vARYA exits.) 


DRIVINITZ 
And the Empress? 


BOUNINE 
(With lordly assurance) 
Her Majesty will be coming later. 
(He moves toward privinitz, causing him to back 
through door.) 


DRIVINITZ 
I suppose the choir will start the anthem when she 


arrives? 


BOUNINE 
(Backing him right out of room) 
The choir has its instructions. 


136 


ANASTASIA 


DRIVINITZ 


(As he goes) 
Yes, of course. 


(BOUNINE Closes the doors on him.) 


PETROVIN 


Why did she come alone? I thought they would all 
arrive together. 


BOUNINE 

It’s just as well. This gives us a chance to find out— 
(He breaks off as ANNA appears in center door- 
way. She wears a becoming traveling costume. 
She is drawing off her gloves.) 


ANNA 
(Smilingly) 
You wished to speak to me? 


BOUNINE 


Good evening, Anna . . . You showed good judg- 
ment in coming on ahead of the others. There are mat- 
ters to discuss. 


ANNA 
Oh? 


BOUNINE 
This is an important night. 
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PETROVIN 
The night of nights. 


ANNA 

The night I am to be presented to my people. 
(She strolls over to throne, looking at it with a 
quizzical smile.) 


CHERNOV 


Did you make any slips while you were staying at 
Haraldeberg? 


ANNA 
Slips? 
CHERNOV 
Mistakes—blunders? 
ANNA 


I'm afraid I can’t say. I was ill, in a delirium. 


CHERNOV 


So you might have said anything? 


ANNA 
Yes, anything. 


BOUNINE 
(Going to her) 
But nothing that could have shaken their faith in you? 
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ANNA 
I really don’t know. 
(She stands behind throne, inspecting it.) 


BOUNINE 
But the Empress is coming here to support you? 


ANNA 


(Still smiling and cool) 
I can only repeat, I don’t know. 


BOUNINE 


But, my God, you can’t say a thing like that as if it 
were a matter of no importance. Without her we are 
lost. 


PETROVIN 
(Taking a hand) 
Surely there must have been some indication. How 
was she dressed? 


ANNA 
Tonight, as always, faultlessly. 
BOUNINE 


And jewels? 


ANNA 


No, she was wearing no jewels. 
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BOUNINE 


Your complacence is maddening. I don’t know if you 
still believe you are Anastasia, but if the Empress 
doesn’t come, you'll be alone in that idea! 


CHERNOV 


There has been an attack in one of the evening papers. 
(He holds paper out to her.) 


ANNA 
Yes, I saw it—the Empress showed it to me. 


CHERNOV 


(Shocked) 
She showed it to you? 


PETROVIN 


(Breathlessly) 
What did she say? 


ANNA 
Nothing. She merely watched my face as I read it. 


BOUNINE 
But her attitude toward you? Tell us of that! 


ANNA 


Her Majesty has shown me great kindness. Owing to 
her care I am quite well again. 
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BOUNINE 


(Relieved) 
Well, that is encouraging. 


PETROVIN 


Oh, she’s bound to come. There’s her nephew’s future 
to consider. We're getting alarmed over nothing. 


BOUNINE 
The Prince will be here, of course? 


ANNA 
Yes, I think you can count on the Prince. 


BOUNINE 
Though he may not be enough—I’ve told you that be- 
fore. They may say it’s the money he’s after and that 
you are his only means of getting it. 


ANNA 
Yes, I can imagine many people will think that. 
(She has moved to center door as if to go to her 
rooms. BOUNINE follows her.) 


BOUNINE 


Wait! (She stops.) This is the tiara you are to wear. 
You must do everything to bolster your self-confidence 
so I suggest that you think of it as genuine. 
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ANNA 
(Amused) 
Genuine? Here? 


BOUNINE 
(Ignoring the gibe) 

On your dressing table you will find a list of the most 
important people whom you will meet tonight, with 
some personal details jotted against their names. I know 
you have a photographic memory. Here is the tiara. 
Take it. Now go. 


ANNA 
You do not say “now go” to the Tsarina of Russia. 


BOUNINE 
(Sneeringly) 
Pardon, “Your Majesty.” 
(He does a little mock bow.) 


ANNA 
You speak of my memory—how good is your memory, 
I wonder? 


BOUNINE 
What do you mean? 


ANNA 

It was a lovely autumn morning at Krasnoie. There 
was a riding contest and Marie and I were taking part 
in it. We both had Irish hunters given us on our birth- 
days. You helped me mount and, holding my hand, said 
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ANASTASIA 


something too personal. I raised my riding WIP: -<.0¥ 
Was it IP If not, how did I learn it? . . . Not from your 
books! (She turns to pErRovin) And you, the artist, you 
saw two candle flames reflected in my eyes, standing in a 
dark church in front of the ikons. And lying beneath 
the ikons was a bunch of wild flowers that some poor 


person had placed there. 


PETROVIN 
(Struck) 
It’s true! 


ANNA 


Our Russian yellow lilies and some blue flowers . . 


PETROVIN 


Yellow and blue—who could have told you? Did I 
speak of it? 


ANNA 
Perhaps you did. (She glances from one to the other) 
You must try and remember. 
(She goes off center, as smilingly as she came.) 


PETROVIN 
(Awed) 
Blue and yellow—no one could have told her! No 
one! 


BOUNINE 
(Puzzled) 
It’s impossible—and yet, how did she know? 
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CHERNOV 
The Empress told her, reminding her of things the 
real Anastasia had repeated. 


BOUNINE 
Of course! 


PETROVIN 


That explanation may satisfy you, it doesn’t me. 


BOUNINE 
You're a fool. It must be that. 


CHERNOV 
Let him have his dreams. 


PETROVIN 


Your argument before was that she couldn’t speak 
Russian. Well, she can speak Russian, we know that 
now. 

(Door left opens. SERGE appears.) 


SERGEI 
Her Imperial Majesty. 


BOUNINE 

My God! 
(There is a general shuffle. cuERNov struggles out 
of his overcoat and muffler but has to bow with 
them only half off.) 
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EMPRESS 
(Entering with Livensaum following) 
Ah, the entire syndicate! I think you'd better give me 
my smelling bottle, Livenbaum. 
(The empress is in a black evening dress and her 
throat and bosom are ablaze with “Figgy’s emer- 
alds.”) 


BOUNINE 


Your Majesty is early. May I offer that as my excuse 
for not being at the door? 


EMPRESS 


Save your apologies, pomp without power only makes 
deposed royalty ridiculous . . . Is the lady here? 


BOUNINE 
In her room. (Bell rings off. BOUNINE turns On PETRO- 
vin) Peonle are arriving. Go! 


PETROVIN 
(Bowing to empress as he shuffles past her) 
Yes, Excellency. 


BOUNINE 
(As another bell sounds) 
You too, Chernov. 
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CHERNOV 
Yes, Excellency. 
(cueRNovy follows petRovin, bowing and still en- 
cumbered by his overcoat. He stumbles on the 
steps and makes a deprecatory gesture as he 
exits.) 


EMPRESS 


I see you school your associates in the old traditions. 
Your overbearing manner is quite impressive. (As she 
spies throne) But what is this, a throne? 


BOUNINE 


Rented for this evening’s ceremony. 


EMPRESS 
And is it your idea to present a Romanov on a hired 
throne, and one, unless I am mistaken, made of papier 
maché? 
BOUNINE 
May I remind Your Majesty that the realities are now 
in a museum? 
EMPRESS 


True . . . And our actual state robes are to be seen 
in London, at Madame Tussaud’s. 


BOUNINE 


I trust Her Highness will soon be able to provide her- 
self with more suitable furnishings. 
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EMPRESS 
You are thinking of my son’s foreign deposits? I 
understand you have caused the lady to sign certain 
documents concerning these monies, their handling and 
division. 
BOUNINE 
I admit the share we asked Her Highness to assign 
us may sound like rather a large sum, but my two as- 
sociates and I have taken a great deal of trouble— 


EMPRESS 
A great deal of trouble indeed!—the impudence! 


LIVENBAUM 
(Who has remained standing by door) 
Oh! 
EMPRESS 
Did you speak? 
LIVENBAUM 
(She has door open an inch or two) 
Such a lot of old friends arriving. To think they're 
still alive! 
EMPRESS 


Only half alive, most of them. 


LIVENBAUM 


Countess Zolinskaya—may I go and embrace her? 
(empress replies with a gesture of dismissal. 
LIVENBAUM bobs a curtsey and exits.) 
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BOUNINE 


I assume from Your Majesty's attitude that the—the 
Princess has told you certain things—? 
(BOUNINE’S manner is apprehensive.) 


EMPRESS 
She told me nothing deliberately. But the night my 
nephew brought her to me I sat by her bed for many 
hours— 


BOUNINE 
(Defensively) 
She was in a delirium. 


EMPRESS 

Yes, a delirium whose fires were very illuminating. 
The monstrous shapes of nightmare, trembling hopes, 
black despairs, wavering footsteps that led to a canal. 


BOUNINE 
A canal? 


EMPRESS 


A canal where a poor, broken creature met a cynical 
brute who bargained with her in the coinage of food 
and shelter. 


BOUNINE 


(Appalled) 
I see . . . Your Majesty knows—? 
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EMPRESS 
Everything! The whole dirty fraud! 


BOUNINE 
Fraud, Your Majesty? 


EMPRESS 


Yes! You planned a fraud, didn’t you? What else do 
you call it? 


BOUNINE 
(Pleading) 
Surely, Your Majesty, if my friends and I made an 
error in believing this girl’s story we can hardly be 
blamed? You yourself accepted her as genuine. 


EMPRESS 
Just what I expected! As soon as you see that your 
droshky is being overtaken you throw your lady pas- 
senger to the wolves. 


BOUNINE 
I assure Your Majesty it was she who said that she 
was the Tsar's daughter. I was merely asked my opinion 
as to the truth of the claim. 


EMPRESS 


And your nimble brain saw at once that here was a 
splendid chance for exploitation. 
(She sweeps away from him.) 
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BOUNINE 


(Following her) 
Please, Your Majesty! My two friends and I merely 
endorsed an illusion. I am sure the girl believes herself 
to be your granddaughter. 


EMPRESS 
Undoubtedly! And I have not come to denounce her 
. . . You can make of that what you will. 


BOUNINE 
(Bowing obsequiously) 
I am deeply grateful . . . Might I hope that Your 
Majesty would extend her benevolence a little farther? 


EMPRESS 
Ah! You want my public acknowledgment? 


BOUNINE 


Think of your nephew. He will share in the Tsar’s 
millions—millions that may otherwise pass to your son’s 
murderers. 


EMPRESS 
Very cleverly put. 


BOUNINE 


(With a gesture toward ANNa’s rooms) 
As to her, if we believed, if you believed for a time, 
what harm is there making others believe? 
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EMPRESS 


So, you ask for my support whether I believe or not? 
You invite me, Maria Feodorovna, Dowager Empress of 
Russia, to be one with you and your friends? But what 
else would you expect from the author of this brazen 
conspiracy? Kings and queens are nothing but names— 
know well I know it—a museum for our symbols of 
power, a Madame Tussaud’s for our clothes . . . And 
it is so easy to get rid of us, a bomb or a plebiscite does 
it. But you've made one mistake, Bounine. There is a 
tradition that is in our blood, at once our royal burden 

‘and our royal birthright. We have pride—not in our 
position, but in our behavior. 


BOUNINE 


Without Your Majesty’s help I fear—I greatly fear... 


EMPRESS 
(Cutting in sharply) 
The audience is over. I am finished with you, Arcade 
Arcadievitch Bounine! 
(She turns to center doorway on her way to ANNA. 
Left door opens and Paut enters.) 


PAUL 
Ah, here you are! And how are you, my dear grand- 
aunt? 
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EMPRESS 
Feeling better, thank you. 
(She exits center. PAUL comes down. He is in 
evening clothes and wears two orders. BOUNINE 
slumps dejectedly in a chair.) 


PAUL 


I glanced in the ballroom as I came by. Where on 
earth did they dig up all those diamond dog-collars? 
Those jeweled kokoshniks? It’s like a medieval danse 
macabre revived by Stanislavsky! (He suddenly notices 
BOUNINE S dispirited attitude) Is anything wrong? 


BOUNINE 


I'm afraid so. It seems Her Majesty is refusing us her 
support. 


PAUL 


But that is impossible! I’m convinced she has no 
doubts regarding Her Highness. And her whole attitude 
—she displays real devotion. 


BOUNINE 


Then perhaps you may still be able to persuade her. 
I had better keep out of it. 


PAUL 


I sincerely hope I can. Your friend Chernov was just 
telling me we are to have two important visitors. 
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BOUNINE 
Yes, it is chiefly because of them—(He breaks off 
abruptly) I have just had a thought. The forthcoming 
marriage made a deep impression on these Swedish 
gentlemen. If you could decide on the marriage date 
and make an announcement . . . 
(He jumps up, his energies once more aroused.) 


PAUL 
Tonight, you mean? 
BOUNINE 
Yes. 
PAUL 


And you think the effectP—Yes, I see. 


BOUNINE 
What of Easter?—our Russian Easter. It must be in 
about seven or eight weeks. 


PAUL 


An excellent thought. (ANNA enters center. She has 
changed to the white and gold dress and looks radiant. 
She is wearing some jewels.) Anastasia! You look won- 
derful—doesn’t she, Bounine? 


BOUNINE 


Superb . . . are those jewels ... ? 
(He goes to her, to get a closer view.) 
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ANNA 


You were going to ask if they were also supplied by 
your window-dresser . . . No, they are surprisingly 
real, the gift of my grandmother. 


PAUL 
She gave them to you? 


ANNA 


Yes. But I came to tell you she would like to have a 
word with you when you are free. 


PAUL 


There is an important matter I wish to discuss with 
you. 


ANNA 
(Smiling) 
Presently. I have been taught you must not keep 
royalty waiting. 


PAUL 
Very well. But I hear she is in a difficult mood. 


(He exits center. BOUNINE Closes the doors behind 
him.) 


BOUNINE 
(Low-voiced, impressive) 


He is ready to marry you. He wants to announce the 
date tonight. 
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ANNA 


(Going toward throne) 
And am I to have nothing to say about it? 


BOUNINE 


Oh, he'll ask you for your approval. 


ANNA 
(Without turning to him) 
Which I must give without question? 
(She stands in front of throne, looking at it, a half 
smile on her lips.) 


BOUNINE 

Go on! Sit there. Let me see the Galatea that I have 
fashioned out of the mud of the Landwehr Canal. (ANNA 
turns, looking at him, then, still wearing her enigmatic 
smile, she seats herself on throne, spreading her wide 
sleeves over its arms) Magnificent! . . . It’s too bad you 
gave the game away. The Empress knows that you are 
not Anastasia. 


ANNA 
Really? 


BOUNINE 
But she hasn’t come here to denounce you. She told 
me that definitely. 
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ANNA 
(Faintly derisive) 
That’s kind of her. 
BOUNINE 


One thing I can’t understand, why did she give you 
those jewels? 
ANNA 
(Mockingly) 
Strange, isn’t it? 
BOUNINE 


(Leaning close to her) 
You hate me, don’t you? 


ANNA 


You hate people as you love them, because they 
matter to you . . . I don't hate you, Prince Bounine. 


BOUNINE 
I see ... sublime indifference. That’s not very 
grateful of Anya Bronin! Ah well, before we're finished 
with each other that may change. 
(He exits left. aNNa rises, turns and again looks 
at throne as if weighing a problem.) 


LIVENBAUM 
(Off) 
I'm sorry you can’t go in there! (Left-hand door opens. 
LIVENBAUM appears, barring the entrance of SERENSKY) 
These are the rooms of the imperial family. 
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ANNA 


It’s all right, Baroness. This gentlemen is a friend of 
mine. 


BARONESS 
(Bobbing a curtsey) 
I'm sorry, Your Highness. Since he’s not properly 
dressed I thought .. . 


ANNA 
Thank you, Baroness . . . Come in, Dr. Serensky. 


LIVENBAUM 
(As if that explained everything) 
Oh? A doctor? 
(She exits closing door behind her.) 


SERENSKY 
(Surveying her) 
Anya! How lovely you look—and how well. 


ANNA 
(Going to him) 
How did you get in here, Michael? 


SERENSKY 
There was no one to stop me. It seems Bounine and 
his friends are fully occupied in the ballroom. 
ANNA 
Why are you staying on in Berlin, away from your 
work? If it is only to beg me to go back with you . 
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SERENSKY 


I am not going back to Bucharest. I have made up 
my mind to that in the past few days. 


ANNA 
If that is because of me... ? 


SERENSKY 


No, even without you, I shall not go back. I must go 
to a country where the individual is not degraded, 
where I can be free to work as I will. 


ANNA 
I am glad. You have so much to give the world. 


SERENSKY 


It will not be simple to go where no one knows you. I 
do not make friends easily. 


ANNA 
So you would like to take me with you? 


SERENSKY 
I did not come here to speak of my wants. I am afraid 
for you, here in the hands of these men. They would 
stop at nothing. 
ANNA 
All they plan is to marry me to a prince, and get their 
hands on my father’s millions. 
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SERENSKY 
Your father? 
ANNA 
The Tsar. 
SERENSKY 


You still believe it, don’t you? These men have told 
you your dream is true and you believe it. 


ANNA 
(Leaving him) 
They did not need to tell me. I know the truth myself. 


SERENSKY 
(Following) 
Anya, I cannot bear to see you self-deluded. In Bucha- 
rest when you would tell your wonderful fantasies it 
didn’t matter, but here . . 


ANNA 


(Turns to him) 
I told you things that didn’t happen, because I dared 
not remember what did. But I have faced it now, 
Michael, to the last horror, to the death of each of those 


I loved. 
SERENSKY 
Dreams, Anya, dreams! 
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ANNA 

Do you know why I ran away from you? Because you 

talked as you are talking now. You made me unsure. 

When you spoke with such conviction I could say to 

myself, “Perhaps Michael is right, perhaps there was a 
factory explosion in which my head was injured.” 


SERENSKY 
There was. I remember when it happened. 


ANNA 

It was the day we arrived in Bucharest. Tschaikow- 

ski saw it as a likely excuse to get rid of me and took 

me to the hospital with the story that I was one of the 

factory workers. Then he and his brothers went off with 
what remained of the jewels. 


SERENSKY 


You told me yourself how the mists would rise about 
you and everything would become unreal. 


ANNA 
Yes, and I would be lost, not knowing who I was or 
from where I had come. It’s a terrible feeling. I shudder 
now when I think of it. 
(She sits.) 


SERENSKY 
(Compassionately) 
Anya, Anya... 
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ANNA 


No, you need not pity me any more. The mists are 
gone forever. 


SERENSKY 
(Indulgent) 
And you've awakened to find yourself a royal prin- 
cess? 


ANNA 
You must understand that it never mattered whether 
or not I was a princess. It only matters that I am I, tha’ 
someone, if it be only one, has held out their arms to 
welcome me back from death. 


SERENSKY 
And someone has? 
ANNA 
Yes, someone has. 
SERENSKY 
This prince you spoke of? 
ANNA 


(With a little headshake) 
Prince Paul? He was my childhood sweetheart. 


SERENSKY 
So you will have everything . . . wealth, position, 
beautiful surroundings, a sleek, luxurious existence. 
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What could I offer you in exchange?—a struggle. But a 
struggle is life, Anya. To live is not merely to breathe, it 
is to act. 


ANNA 
(Whimsically) 

Go on, Michael, lecture me like you used to. I can 
fancy I am back in your office, smelling the carbolic and 
looking at the sign on your desk, “To do nothing is to be 
nothing.” 

SERENSKY 
(Sadly) 


Those days are gone, Anya. Now we are parting, and 
probably for the last time. 


ANNA 
“The last time’—how sad those words are! 


SERENSKY 


All I want is to be sure you are safe and happy. 
(She rises and moves close to him.) 


ANNA 

If we're parting, Michael . . . 
(She breaks off but it is clear she is asking for his 
kiss. With a hungry gesture he seizes her in his 
arms. They kiss. Then, as they part, still holding 
one another in a heart-searching gaze, PAUL 
enters.) 
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PAUL 


I have good news—(He stops abruptly as he sees the 
stranger standing close to ANNA) Who is this gentleman? 


ANNA 
(Turning to him) 
Ah, Paul . . . this is Dr. Michael Serensky. 


PAUL 
Are you one of the guests? 


ANNA 
He is one of my guests. 


PAUL 
I see. 
(He turns to door left.) 
“ANNA 


Where are you going? 


PAUL 
(Stops and turns) 


To tell Bounine that my aunt is giving us her support. 


ANNA 
(Speaking with a regal firmness) 
I want you, and everyone, to know that Dr. Serensky 
is under my protection. He is to stay or go as he pleases. 
Those are my orders. 
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PAUL 
Very well, I will tell them. 


SERENSKY 
Thank you, but it is not necessary. I am going now. 
(He goes to where they stand, side by side, a handsome 


couple, prince and princess) Perhaps, after all, it is I who 
have lived with an illusion . . 


. a fond illusion named 
“Anya.” 


(He makes a move to pass them. anna stops him.) 


ANNA 
Wait, Michael! Go out this way, it will be safer. Down 
the stairs to the left and out through the garden. 
(She goes to the panel door to basement and 
opens it.) 
SERENSKY 


Thank you, Imperial Highness. 
(He bows to her.) 


ANNA 
(Smiling at him fondly) 


No, you must not call me that—even if you should 
some day believe it. 


(She gives him her hand. He takes it.) 


SERENSKY 


(Huskily) 
Do svidanya. 
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ANNA 
Do svidanya. 
(SERENSKY goes on down the stair. ANNA closes the 
door.) 
PAUL 
Who is he? 
ANNA 


The sweetheart of a girl named Anya Bronin. 


PAUL 
Anya Bronin? Isn’t that the name—? 


ANNA 


In the paper tonight it says itismy name... Sup- 
posing it were—would you still love me? 


PAUL 
(Smiling) 
But it isn’t. 
ANNA 


Bounine says that you wish to make an announce- 
ment tonight of our marriage date? 


PAUL 
He should have left that to me . . . but, if you are 
agreeable... 
ANNA 


You feel it will impress the bankers? 
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PAUL 


That is one thing, but the other... 
(He takes her hands in his.) 


ANNA 
(Faintly teasing) 

Yes, I can see it is a convincing touch. No one would 
suppose that you would marry a woman who claimed 
to be your lost sweetheart unless you were quite, quite 
sure. 


PAUL 


(Drawing her to him) 
You know you have completely satisfied me. 


ANNA 


And we can make good the promise of our boy and 
girl betrothal, the ceremony on the Chinese Island? 


PAUL 
(Struck) 
Ah, I thought you would be bound to speak of it and 


you have! You've mentioned it at last! 


ANNA 
That was to be your final proof, was it? 


PAUL 


It was a secret between us and your three sisters. No 
one living could have told you of it because no one 


knew. 
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ANNA 
No? You yourself told me the day you brought the 
Empress to see me. You spoke of it to her. I was stand- 
ing behind those curtains listening, trying to muster 
the courage to come in. 


PAUL 
(Recoiling) 
My God, what are you saying?—and why? Do you 
want me to believe this is all a trick? 


ANNA 
But it is tricks that you have asked for, tricks of re- 
membrance. You could find nothing of personality, 
nothing of character by which to identify me. Animals 
know their kind by scent, but it seems I am not endowed 
with the rare odor of the Romanovs. 


PAUL 


You're wrong. I recognized you almost at once, and 
by instinct, if you want to call it that. These “tricks” are 
merely the proofs I need for those who may still have 
doubts. 


ANNA 
Such as the bankers? 


PAUL 
(Impatiently but covering it with a short laugh) 
All right—the bankers! 
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ANNA 


Paul, supposing there were no bankers, no money? 
Would you still be as sure that I am the girl to whom 
you pledged your love? 


PAUL 
Of course I would. 


ANNA 


Now it is I who ask for proofs. I suggest that we marry 
with no reference to bankers or bank accounts—that we 
make no claim for this money, that we work for our 
living, both of us. 


PAUL 
But why?—why should we? 


ANNA 
You don’t like the idea? 


PAUL 


It makes no sense. Why be poor when you can as 
easily be rich? 


ANNA 


Poor people have one advantage. When they are loved 
they know it is for themselves. 


PAUL 
I refuse to take that remark seriously. 
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ANNA 


I'm sorry, Paul, I’m afraid your heart belongs to a 
little girl—a little girl who is dead .. . I may be your 
childhood, but I am not your love. 


PAUL 
If I love my childhood it is because you were part of 
it. 
ANNA 
And now you would like to have it back, only with 
different toys? 
PAUL 


Our life can once again be gay and charming. But 
now we must act, this is a moment of crisis. 


ANNA 
True, a crisis for the Bounine enterprise, but also a 
crisis for me. I hoped you would help me solve it—and 
I think you have. 


PAUL 

You're talking in riddles, but you're very sweet! 
(He makes a move to take her in his arms but, as 
he does so, the EMpREsS enters center.) 


EMPRESS 
(Speaking as she comes in) 
Well, I have had my half hour alone with my 
thoughts. It is what my husband always insisted on be- 
fore he would render a decision. 
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PAUL 
Your decision has made me—and I hope Anastasia— 
very happy. And now I will go and tell the others the 
good news. 
(He goes to door left and, kissing his hand to 
them both, he exits.) 


EMPRESS 
(Disgustedly) 
“The others’—Bounine! But much as I hate giving 
that scoundrel my support there could be no question 
of my deserting you. 


ANNA 
I know that. 


EMPRESS 
So, if you want these millions, this high position, this 
royal marriage .. . 
(The choir is heard off. They are singing: “Down 
by the River Volga,” a traditional song.) 


ANNA 


The one thing in it all that I would want is you. 
(She holds out both hands.) 


EMPRESS 
(Taking them) 
That you already have. Listen, they are starting the 
music. You must be getting ready for your audience. 
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ANNA 
In my crown of pastel 


EMPRESS 


You should be wearing Figgy’s emeralds. Look, I will 
take them off. 
(She makes a move to unclasp them.) 


ANNA 
(Stopping her) 


No, no! Never, never. 


EMPRESS 
They are yours by right. 


ANNA 
You have already given me so much—my sanity, my 
desire to live. 


EMPRESS 


Very well, but now you must go and get ready. I shall 
sit by your side when you receive them. I had a struggle 
with my silly pride, but it is put away in my pocket. 

(She seats herself.) 


ANNA 
No, keep your pride, dear, dear Queen Grandmama. 


EMPRESS 
That is what you used to call me—now it is only grand- 
mama. 
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ANNA 
If there had never been a queen before, my darling, 
they would have had to call you one. 
(She kneels in front of the empress, resting her 
head for a moment in her lap.) 


EMPRESS 


What will happen after tonight? You will not go on 
here with these men? 


ANNA 

No, that is finished. The life they would have me lead, 
surrounded by that pathetic band of exiles, I couldn't 
do it. Listen to that music—the past, always the past] 


EMPRESS 
The past was strangely beautiful . . . our past. 


ANNA 

Yes, the figures move gaily, charmingly, they laugh, 
they sing and dance, they make jokes. But behind them 
hangs a painted backdrop—a cellar in Ekaterinburg. 


EMPRESS 
(Bowing her head, her hands go for a moment to her 
face) 
I have tried to live as if that horror had never hap- 
pened. I have places set at the table for my dear ones 
and talk to them as if they were there. “Take that chair, 
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Nicky’—and he takes it. . . . “Three lumps, Tatiana? 
You'll get fat if you eat too many sweets and then the 


English prince won’t want to marry you’... Liven- 
baum thinks I’m mad. 


ANNA 
No one can blame you for living with your dear phan- 
toms, but so much of my life—even from the beginning— 
has been spent in a shadow world. Now I want to live; 
I want to work; and who knows—it may be I shall find 
the things out of which other women make their happi- 
ness. 


EMPRESS 
Oh dear, there are tears in my eyes .. . 


ANNA 
It was the music. 
EMPRESS 
(Dabbing at her eyes) 
Was itP 
ANNA 
(Fondly) 


I should like to put my arms about you and cry with 
you but I remember what you told me when I crushed 
my finger: “Princesses must never be seen to weep.” 


EMPRESS 
True, true! Ah, there’s the anthem! 
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ANNA 


Does it mean anything any more? 
(As if to humor the old lady she also rises.) 


EMPRESS 
It still sets my blood tingling as it did when the im- 
perial bands played it in the square outside the Winter 
Palace. 


ANNA 
I remember. 


EMPRESS 


“God Preserve Our Noble Empress.” 

(She does a deep ceremonial curtsey. ANNA holds 
out her arms toward her. Her lips silently frame 
the words, “I love you.” She turns and goes off 
swiftly through center door.) 

(The Empress, rising from her curtsey, sees she 
is alone. She turns and steadies herself for a mo- 
ment, holding a chairback. Age fights a battle 
with an indomitable spirit. She starts off once 
more, erect and steady.) 

(Voices are chanting the Credo. The left-hand | 
door opens and LIVENBAUM slips in, the door clos- 


ing behind her.) 


LIVENBAUM 


It’s wonderful! Glorious! Prince Paul has told them 
that you endorse Her Highness and they are all at fever 
heat. 
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EMPRESS 
Your brooch is undone. 
(We hear a rising babble of voices drowning the 
music.) 
LIVENBAUM 
Oh, is itP Thank you. Prince Bounine is having diffi- 
culty holding them back. They wanted to come storm- 
ing in here. 
(Doors are flung open and paut enters, followed 
by BOUNINE.) 


PAUL 
(Excitedly) 
It’s a complete triumph! They’re all laughing and cry- 
ing. 
BOUNINE 
Yes, the opposers are beaten and the doubters si- 
lenced! 
EMPRESS 
(Drily) 
All the doubters? Does that include yourself, Bou- 
nine? 
PAUL 
Isn’t Anastasia ready? They are clamoring to see her. 


EMPRESS 


She is in her rooms. 
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PAUL 
We must ask her not to delay. 


BOUNINE 
Yes. Now is the moment when the enthusiasm is at 
its height. (Calls) Varya! Varya! 
(Left-hand doors open, admitting varya, who has 
evidently been watching scene in ballroom.) 


VARYA 
Yes, Excellency? 
BOUNINE 
(Turning on her sharply) 


Why aren't you in there with Her Highness? 


VARYA 
Her Highness said she would ring if she wanted me. 


BOUNINE 


Well, hurry! Go tell her we are waiting. 
(vARYA exits center.) 


LIVENBAUM 


(Still keyed up. To EmMpREss) 
May I see if I can help? 


EMPRESS 

If you like. 
(LIVENBAUM hurries to door but gives BOUNINE 4 
flirtatious little wave as she passes.) 
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PAUL 


And now, my dear aunt, shall we take our place? I 
hope all this excitement won’t prove too tiring for you. 


CHERNOV 
(Entering) 
Wonderful news! The Swedish bankers are ready to 
accept Her Highness’s claim without further question. 


PAUL 


Splendid! 


BOUNINE 

London can’t hold back after that! (varya enters 
carrying the gold and white dress that ANNA was wear- 
ing. There is a moment of shocked silence. They all 
stare at her. BOUNINE speaks hoarsely) My God, what's 
happened? 


VARYA 
She’s gone. 
BOUNINE 
Gone? 
PAUL 
Gone where? 
EMPRESS 


I knew it! She didn’t tell me but I knew it! 
(She goes to varya and takes the dress from her.) 
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BOUNINE 
Where has she gone? Does Your Majesty know? 


EMPRESS 


(Holding the dress lovingly) 
It will do no good to go after her. She won't come 
back. 
(BOUNINE, paying no attention, rushes to base- 
ment door and disappears.) 


PAUL 
Why has she done this? What is it she wants? 


EMPRESS 
To find life—her real life. 


PAUL 


Why? I don’t understand . . . That man who was 
here just now, that doctor? 


EMPRESS 
Perhaps . . . I don't know. 
(She lays the dress on the throne. BOUNINE re- 
enters, followed by PETROVIN.) 


BOUNINE 


She has gone! I'll phone the police and have her 
stopped . . . If you will say she is suffering from a 


mental derangement . . . 
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EMPRESS 
(On a note of triumph) 
Yes, it’s in our hands now. 


BOUNINE 


(Turning to Paul) 
Your word will be enough. You are her fiancé. 


EMPRESS 
Well, Paul, are you willing to say that she is insane? 


PAUL 


(Very softly) 


BOUNINE 
There are ten million pounds at stake—ten million! 


PAUL 
(Firmly) 
I said no. 


EMPRESS 
The royal tradition has beaten you, Bounine. I had a 
feeling that it would. 
(LIVENBAUM appears in center doorway, a dis- 
consolate figure, quietly tearful.) 
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BOUNINE 
(Turning away) 
The royal tradition! The mad Romanovs! 
(He slumps into a chair. CHERNOV and PETROVIN 
are both hovering around basement doorway.) 


EMPRESS 
Well, I'm going home. (She takes a couple of steps 
toward door left then, suddenly conscious of PAUL, she 
turns to him and holds out a consoling hand) You 
wanted her as she was, keep her as she was—a yellowing 
photograph of a girl in a white pique dress waving 
good-bye from the bridge of the Chinese Island. (She 
turns, goes to left-hand doors and opens them, calling 
back imperiously) Come, Livenbaum! 
(She exits, LIVENBAUM following as the curtain 
falls slowly. Before it is down paut also follows 
the EMPRESS.) 


Curtain 
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